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St.  Cuthbert's  Tower. 

CHAPTEE    I. 

A     COLD     WELCOME. 

EisHTON  Hall  Farm  was  let  at  last.  Lord 
Stannington  had  had  it  on  his  hands  a  long 
time,  and  had  offered  it  at  a  lower  and  ever 
lower  rent.  It  was  an  open  secret  that  John 
Oldshaw,  who  had  a  long  lease  of  Tiower 
Eishton  Farm  at  the  other  end  of  the  vil- 
lage, had  expected  the  Eishton  Hall  lease  to 
drop  into  his  hands  at  last  for  a  very  trifling 
rent  indeed.  He  was  a  careful  man ;  the  pro- 
perty under  his  hands  throve ;  and  he  was  fond 
of  saying  that  his  lordship  would  make  a  better 
bargain  by  letting  him  have  the  land  at  £10  an 
acre  than  by  letting  another  man  have  it  at 
£15.  However,  Lord  Stannington  had  ap- 
parently thought  otherwise ;  at  any  rate,  when 
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a  stranger  appeared  upon  the  scene  and  offered 
him  a  fair  rent  for  the  land  without  any  hag- 
gling, they  came  to  terms  without  delay,  and 
John  Oldshaw  found  that  his  hoped-for  bar- 
gain had  escaped  him. 

This  West  Eiding  farmer  was  not  a  nice  per- 
son to  deal  with  when  he  was  disappointed.  He 
drove  over  to  Sheffield  to  the  agent's  office,  and 
stamped  into  that  gentleman's  presence,  his 
square  heavy  face  purple  with  ill-suppressed 
rage. 

*'  Na  then,  Mester  Grarrett,  be  pleased  to 
tell  mah  if  yond's  true  as  Ah  hear,  that 
Eishton  Hall  Farm's  let  to  a  stranger?"  he 
bellowed,  thumping  the  table  with  his  broad 
fist,  and  glaring  at  the  agent  with  the  unreason- 
ing fierceness  of  an  angry  bull. 

Mr.  Grarrett  was  a  slight  fair  man,  of  un- 
certain age,  whose  light  eyes  were  accustomed, 
by  long  practice,  to  read  men  pretty  accurately. 

"  Quite  true,  Mr.  Oldshaw,"  he  answered, 
civilly,  with  imperturbable  coolness.  *'It  was 
let  a  fortnight  ago ;  and  the  new  tenant  comes 
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in — let  me  see — "  referring  to  liis  papers — "on 
the  16tli;   this  day  week,  in  fact." 

"  And  dost  tha'  knaw,  Mester  Garrett,  that 
Ah've  had  ma  mahnd  set  on  Eishton  Hall  Farm 
for  this  twelve  month  and  moore  ?  " 

*'  How  could  we  know  it,  Mr.  Oldshaw,  since 
the  farm 's  been  in  the  market  more  than  twice 
that  time,  and  we  have  never  had  any  intima- 
tion from  you  of  a  wish  for  it  ?  " 

"  We  Yarkshiremen  doan't  do  things  in  a 
hurry.  But  every  mon  in  t'  village  knawed 
Ah'd  set  ma  heeart  on  t'  farm,  and  noo  Ah'm 
to  be  t'  laughin'-stock  o'  a  t'  feeals  i'  t'  coon- 
try,  and  Eishton  Tarm  let  ower  ma  yead  to  a 
stranger  as  nawbody's  ever  heerd  on !  '' 

And  the  farmer  gave  an  apoplectic  snort  of 
malignant  anger. 

"  Oh,  but  that  is  not  the  case,  Mr.  Old- 
shaw," said  the  agent,  as  quietly  as  ever;  "Mr. 
Denison,  the  gentleman  who  has  taken  the  farm, 
is  a  friend  of  friends  of  his  lordship,  and  in  every 
wa}''  a  tenant  of  the  most  desirable  kind." 

John  Oldshaw  calmed  down  suddenly,  and 
B  2 
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into  his  small  blood-shot  blue  eyes  there  came 
a  satisfied  twinkle. 

"  A  gentleman,  d'ye  say.  A  gentleman's  got 
t'  farm !  "  in  a  tone  of  the  deepest  contempt. 
"  Thank  ye,  Mester  Garret,  Ah'm  quite  satisfied. 
It's  not  for  me  to  grumble  at  his  lordship,  then. 
Ah  can  pity  him.  The'  never  was  t'  gentleman 
born  who  could  do  any  good  at  farming,  and  if 
a  gentleman  bom's  got  Eishton  Hall  Farm,  all 
t'  ill  I  wish  his  lordship  is — may  t'  gentleman 
born  stick  to  's  bargain." 

And  with  these  w^ords,  uttered  in  a  tone  of 
fierce  triumph,  the  farmer,  who  had  not  removed 
his  hat  on  entering  the  ofiice,  turned  and  stalked 
out  with  every  appearance  of  enjoying,  as  he 
had  intimated,  a  complete  revenge. 

The  village  of  Eishton  boasted  two  inns, 
both  of  the  most  unpretending  kind.  The 
larger  and  more  important  of  these  was  the 
Chequers,  a  stone  buildiDg  of  the  simplest  kind 
of  architecture,  to  which  were  attached  numerous 
small  outbuildings,  forming  three  sides  of  a 
quadrangle  for  Mr.  Tew's  gig  and  Mrs.  Tew's 
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hens.  The  Chequers  stood  just  outside  the  gate 
of  Eishton  Hall  Farm,  and  its  windows  com- 
manded the  approach  from  Matherham,  the 
nearest  market  town,  which  was  three  miles 
away.  On  the  16th  of  January,  the  day  of 
the  expected  arrival  of  the  new  tenant  of 
Bishton  Hall,  John  Oldshaw  took  up  his  stand 
at  one  of  the  inn  windows,  watching  with 
malevolent  eyes  for  the  approach  of  his  rival. 
It  was  a  hitterly  cold  day,  grey  overhead  and 
black  under  foot ;  and  the  frost,  which  had  held 
for  three  days,  was  growing  harder  as  the  after- 
noon wore  on.  John  Oldshaw,  with  a  sense  of 
keen  disappointment,  had  at  last  to  acquiesce  in 
the  general  belief  that  the  new  tenant  would  not 
come  to-day. 

"  If  he's  coom  as  far  as  Matherham  he'll 
stop  there  t'  night,  Mester  Oldshaw,"  said  Tew, 
the  landlord,  a  small  man,  ruled  by  his  wife. 
"  T'  ground's  too  slippy  for  e'er  a  horse  to  stand 
on,  letting'  alone  t'  road's  all  hill  and  dale  'tween 
this  and  Matherham.  Besides,  t'  awd  house  is 
as  bare  as  a  barn  ;  he'd  never  coom  till  he'd  sent 
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some  stuff  to  put  in  it,  and  a  coople  o'  servants 
to  set  it  to  rights  a  bit." 

"  Well,  it  aint  ma  way  o'  doin'  things,  to 
neame  one  day  for  coomin'  and  then  to  coom 
another,"  said  Oldshaw,  contemptuously.  "  But, 
then,  Ah'm  naw  gentleman,  and  my  lord  Stan- 
nington  '11  mighty  soon  wish  as  he  could  say 
seame  o'  t'  new  tenant,  Mester  Tew." 

Mr.  Tew  could  not  afford  to  have  an  inde- 
pendent opinion  in  the  presence  of  the  great  man 
of  the  village,  with  that  miserable  Cock  and 
Bottle,  not  five  hundred  yards  away,  gaping  for 
first  place  as  the  hostelry  of  the  elite, 

"It's  ta  mooch  to  expect  to  get  another 
tenant  like  you,  Mester  Oldshaw,''  he  said,  dis- 
creetly. 

It  was  by  this  time  nearly  four  o'clock,  and 
the  grey  dawn  was  already  beginning  to  darken 
towards  a  black  evening  when  Mat  Oldshaw,  the 
farmer's  eldest  son,  who  had  been  sent  by  his 
father  to  the  top  of  the  hill  on  the  look-out,  re- 
entered the  inn  at  a  pace  somewhat  faster  than 
his  usual  shambling  gait.     He  was  a  tall,  round- 
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shouldered  lad  of  about  twenty,  with  fair  hair 
and  a  weather-tanned  face,  whose  heavy  dulness 
was  for  the  moment  lightened  by  a  passing 
gleam  of  great  excitement. 

"  Weel,  Mat,  hast  seean  a  ghost?  "  asked  his 
father. 

"  Naw,  feyther ;  but  there's  a  cab  coomin' 
down  t'  hill " 

"  So  Mester  Gentleman's  coom,  has  he  ?  " 
shouted  the  farmer,  triumphantly;  and  he  had 
seized  his  stout  ash  stick,  and  was  making  with 
ponderous  strides  for  the  door,  as  if  with  the  in- 
tention of  inflicting  bodily  chastisement  on  the 
insolent  new-comer,  when  his  son  interposed, 
blushing  a  deep  brick-red  to  the  roots  of  his 
hair. 

*'  Eh,  but  feyther,"  he  stammered,  turning 
the  door  handle  uneasily,  and  dividing  his 
glances  between  the  floor,  the  window,  and  his 
father's  boorish  face,  "  it's  na  t'  gentleman  ;  it's 
nobbut  two  lasses." 

After  which  admission,  he  fell  to  blushing 
more  violently  than  before. 
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"  Two  lasses  ?  "  echoed  Oldshaw,  incredu- 
lously. 

"  Hey,  feyther.  An'  one  o'  them's  got  a 
feace  lik'  a  rose." 

"  Feace  lik'  a  rose  ?  "  thundered  the  farmer. 
''  Don't  thee  daze  tha  dull  wits  lookin'  at 
wenches'  faces,  for  Ah  tell  tha  Ah'U  have  na 
son  o'  mine  hangin'  aboot  t'  Hall  noo." 

"  She  hain't  na  lass  for  t'  likes  o'  mea, 
feyther;  yon  lass  is  a  leady,"  said  the  lad, 
simply. 

If  the  stranger's  fair  face  had  not,  as  his 
father  suggested,  dazed  his  dull  wits  already, 
the  young  man  would  surely  have  had  the  tact 
to  restrain  these  rash  words,  which  fanned  the 
flame  of  his  father's  coarse  malevolence. 

"  A  leady  !  A  foine  leady  !  ta  foine  fur 
any  son  o'  mine  ?  Ah  tell  thee,  feeal,  t'  day  '11 
coom  when  tha  foine  leady  '11  wish  she  wur 
good  enough  for  t'  loikes  o'  thee ;  and  good 
enough  she  shall  never  be — tha  heears  ?  " 

Though  the  young  man's  head  was  bent  in 
a   listening   attitude,    and    he    assented   in   the 
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meekest  of  gruff  voices,  tlie  father  guessed  that 
this  deep  attention  was  not  all  for  his  discourse, 
when  the  sound  of  hoofs  and  wheels  on  the  hard 
ground  outside  attracted  him  to  the  outer  door, 
which  he  reached  in  time  to  see  a  luggage-laden 
cab  slowly  descend  the  hill  and  pass  the  inn- 
door,  giving  time  for  a  look  at  the  two  young 
faces  inside.  Mistress  and  maid  evidently ;  both 
bright,  eager,  and  rather  anxious.  The  former 
met  full  the  surly  stare  of  the  farmer,  and  she 
drew  back  her  head  as  if  a  blast  of  chilling  wind 
had  met  her  on  her  approach  to  her  new  home. 
The  little  maid,  who  had  rosy  cheeks  and  what 
one  may  call  retrousse  features,  was  less  sen- 
sitive, and  she  looked  out  to  resent  this  cold  un- 
welcome with  a  contemptuous  toss  of  the  head. 

"  They're  reg'lar  savages  in  these  parts,  Miss 
Olivia,"  she  said,  in  a  slightly-raised  tone.  '*  I 
only  hope  we  may  be  uneaten  by  the  time  the 
master  comes  ! " 

The  cab  had  passed  the  front  of  the  inn, 
and  was  rounding  the  sharp  turn  which  led  up 
a  slight  ascent  through  the  open  farmyard  gate, 
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when  suddenly,  without  any  warning  except  a 
few  rough  jolts  over  the  uneven  ground,  it 
turned  over  on  its  side,  to  the  accompaniment 
of  shrill  screams  from  one  female  throat,  and 
a  less  loud  but  more  plaintive  cry  from  the  other. 
Mat  Oldshaw,  who  was  standing  on  the  inn 
doorstep  behind  his  father,  made  a  spring  for- 
ward to  help  them.  But  the  elder  man,  with  a 
movement  quicker  than  one  would  have  ex- 
pected from  his  clumsy  form  and  ponderous 
gait,  grasped  his  arm  with  a  violence  which 
made  the  lad  reel,  and  giving  him  a  push  back 
against  the  wall  of  the  house,  said,  in  a  low, 
thick  voice — 

"  Doan't  thoo  meddle  with  what  doan't  con- 
cern thee.  Wheer  there's  so  mooch  cry,  there 
aren't  mooch  hurt,  tak'  ma  word  for't." 

'*  Feyther  !  "  said  Mat,  indignantly,  entreat- 
ingly.  Then  he  was  dumb,  for  even  through 
his  not  over-bright  brains  came  a  suspicion  that 
this  accident  was  perhaps  not  wholly  unexpected 
by  one  of  its  witnesses. 

As  this  brief  scene  passed  between  father  and 
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son,  a  man  in  a  short  frieze  coat,  knickerbockers, 
gaiters,  and  deer-stalker  cap,  wlio  had  quickened 
his  pace  down  the  hill  into  a  run  on  seeing  the 
accident,  looked  full  into  the  faces  of  both  men 
with  a  keen,  shrewd  expression,  as  he  dashed  by. 

"It's  parson  Brander,  o'  S'  Cuthbert's,  fey- 
ther.  He  heeard  thee,"  said  the  young  man  in 
a  husky,  awed  whisper. 

"  An'  wha  not  ?  Ah'd  loike  to  see  sik  as 
him  say  a  word  to  me  !  "  said  the  farmer,  in  a 
loud  voice  of  boastful  contempt. 

And  the  attitudes  respectively  of  father  and 
son,  the  one  of  contemptuous  disgust,  the  other 
of  awestruck  respect,  represented  the  two  views 
most  commonly  taken  in  the  country  side  of 
the  Reverend  Vernon  Brander,  vicar  of  Saint 
Cuthbert's. 

Before  the  last  disdainful  word  was  out  of 
John  Oldshaw's  mouth  the  new  comer  had 
opened  the  cab  door,  and  extricated  the  two 
girls  from  their  unpleasant  position.  The  maid 
was  uppermost,  but  she  was  a  little  creature,  and 
had  probably  inflicted  far  less  inconvenience  on 
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her  more  massively  built  mistress  than  that 
young  lady  would  have  inflicted  on  her  had 
their  positions  been  reversed.  Her  rosy  cheeks 
had  lost  their  colour,  and  from  her  forehead, 
which  had  been  cut  by  the  broken  glass  of  the 
carriage  window,  blood  was  trickling  down. 

In  answer  to  the  gentleman's  inquiries  as  to 
whether  she  was  hurt,  she  said  in  a  trembling 
voice  that  she  didn't  know  yet,  and  begged  him 
to  get  her  mistress  out.  This  he  at  once  pro- 
ceeded to  do,  and  was  rewarded  by  the  thanks  of 
a  young  lady  whom  he  at  once  decided  to  be  one 
of  the  handsomest  girls  that  this  or  any  other 
country  ever  produced. 

Olivia  Denison  was  indeed  an  unchallenged 
beauty,  and  had  occupied  that  proud  position 
almost  ever  since,  twenty  years  ago,  she  had 
been  pronounced  to  be  "a  lovely  baby."  She 
was  tall — of  that  cruel  height  which  forces  short 
admirers,  on  pain  of  looking  ridiculous,  to  keep 
their  distance ;  of  figure  rather  massive  than 
slender,  with  a  fair  skin,  a  fresh  colour,  dark 
hair,   blue  eyes,    and  a    winning  expression    of 
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energy  and  honesty  wliicli  gave  to  tlie  whole 
face  its  greatest  charm.  For  the  moment,  how- 
ever, the  rose  colour  had  left  her  cheeks  too,  and 
her  lips  were  drawn  tightly  together. 

"  You  are  hurt,  I  am  afraid,"  said  the 
stranger,  with  concern. 

"  I've  only — pinched — my  finger,"  she  an- 
swered, trying  to  laugh. 

But  the  effort  of  speaking  brought  the  tears 
to  her  eyes,  much  to  her  indignation.  For  she 
was  brave,  and  she  liked  to  have  the  credit  of 
it. 

"  Let  me  see,"  said  he,  with  kindly  authority. 

She  presented  her  right  hand,  from  which  he 
drew  the  glove  very  gently,  disclosing  bruised 
and  slightly  discoloured  finger-tips. 

"  They  do  hurt  a  little,  but  it's  nothing 
very  dreadful.  I  don't  know  how  I  did  it," 
she  said. 

"  Lucky  it's  no  worse,"  said  the  stranger, 
kindly.     "  Now  for  the  lad." 

The  young  driver  was  looking  ruefully  at  the 
overturned  vehicle.     He  proved  to  have  escaped 
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with  no  worse  damage  than  a  battered  hat. 
Lucy,  the  maid,  who  had  ascertained  that  her 
head  was  still  on  her  shoulders,  had  bound  up 
her  cut  forehead  with  her  handkerchief,  and  was 
scolding  the  driver  for  his  carelessness  as  she 
pointed  to  the  scattered  luggage.  The  traces 
having  broken  as  the  cab  fell,  the  horse  had 
sustained  very  little  hurt,  so  that,  on  the  whole, 
the  accident  had  been  without  tragic  conse- 
quences. The  rescuer  took  hold  of  the  girl,  and 
shook  her  by  the  arm. 

"  Now,  don't  you  think,  considering  all 
things,  you  might  find  some  better  use  for  your 
tongue  than  scolding?  You  might  have  been 
upset  a  mile  away  on  the  road,  instead  of  which 
you  are  turned  out  comfortably  at  your  own 
door.  For,  I  suppose,  you  are  coming  to  the 
Hall?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  answered  Lucy,  abashed,  but  still 
rather  mutinous,  not  having  the  least  idea  that 
she  was  speaking  to  a  clergyman. 

"  So  that  the  real  sufferer  by  this  spill  is 
neither  you  nor  your  mistress,  but  the  poor  lad 
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who  has  driven  you  safely  more  than  three  miles 
over  a  very  dangerously  slippery  road,  and  who 
will  perhaps  get  discharged  hy  his  master  for 
having  injured  the  cab.  Your  mistress  does  not 
scold  you  for  half  an  hour  if  you  break  a 
plate." 

"  Yes,  she  does,  sir,"  fired  up  Lucy,  so  un- 
expectedly that  Mr.  Brander  involuntarily 
glanced  with  surprise  at  the  young  lady.  "  Oh, 
not  Miss  Olivia,"  added  the  little  maid  almost 
indignantly  ;   "  it's  Mrs.  Denison  I  mean." 

"  Well,  then,  if  3^ou  find  the  habit  so  un- 
amiable  in  Mrs.  Denison,  as  I  see  you  do,  you 
should  take  the  greatest  care  not  to  fall  into  it 
yourself,"  said  the  vicar,  suppressing  a  smile. 

Then  he  turned  again  to  the  lady. 

"  Is  everything  ready  for  your  coming  ?  "  he 
asked,  doubtfully. 

For  he  had  passed  the  house  that  morning, 
and  found  it  deserted,  mildewed,  and  shuttered- 
up  as  usual. 

"  No,  nothing,"  said  the  girl.  "  We've  come 
on  in  advance  to  prepare  things  for  papa  and 
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mamma  and  the  rest,"  she  added  rather  tremu- 
lously. 

The  frightful  immensity  of  the  under- 
taking perhaps  struck  her  now  for  the  first 
time,  as  she  stood,  still  shaking  from  the  shock  of 
the  accident,  staring  at  the  smokeless  chimneys 
and  shuttered  windows  of  the  new  home.  Mr. 
Brander  looked  from  one  girl  to  the  other,  very 
sorry  for  both,  wondering  what  kind  of  idiots 
the  parents  could  be  to  send  two  inexperienced 
young  lasses  to  grapple  with  all  the  difiiculties 
of  installation. 

"  And  the  furniture  ?  I  suppose  that  has 
come  ?  "  he  suggested,  dubiously. 

"  Oh,  I  hope  so,"  said  the  girl,  anxiously. 

"  I'll  ask  at  the  inn  here.  If  it  has  come 
they  will  have  seen  it  pass.  And  Mrs.  Tew  will 
give  you  both  a  cup  of  tea.  You  don't  mind 
going  into  an  inn,  do  you  ?  It's  a  very  respect- 
able place." 

"  Oh  no ;  of  course  we  don't,"  said  Miss 
Denison.  "  Indeed,  it  is  very,  very  kind  of  you 
to  take  so  much  trouble  for  us." 
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"  Trouble  !  Nonsense.  It's  a  splendid  ex- 
citement. As  far  as  I  am  concerned  I  should 
like  a  pair  of  travellers  overturned  here  once  a 
week." 

He  beckoned  to  Lucy,  and  led  them  the  few 
steps  back  to  the  inn  door.  John  Oldshaw  was 
still  standing  in  a  defiant  attitude  on  the  door- 
step, whence  he  had  watched  the  proceedings 
with  malicious  interest.  His  son  was  still  peep- 
ing out,  sheepish  and  ashamed,  from  behind  him. 

"  Here,  Mat,  will  you  run  round  to  Mrs. 
Wall's — tell  her  that  Miss  Denison  has  come, 
and  ask  for  the  key  of  the  Hall,"  said  he. 
"  And  then  you  might  lend  me  a  hand  to  take 
some  of  the  lady's  trunks  into  the  house." 

Mat's  face  brightened  and  flushed. 

"  All  right,  sir,"  he  said,  and  tried  to  push 
past  his  father. 

But  the  elder  man  blocked  the  doorway  with 
his  arms,  and  stood  like  a  rock. 

"  Nay,"  he  said,  obstinately ;  ''  Mat  doesna' 
stir  at  tha'  bidding.  Help  t'  wenches  thasel' ; 
thoo's  used  to  't." 
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Olivia  drew  back;  slie  was  shocked,  fright- 
ened, by  the  dogged  ferocity  of  the  farmer's  face, 
and  by  the  sudden  expression  of  some  strong 
feeling — whether  anger  or  anguish  she  could 
not  quite  tell — which  for  a  moment  convulsed 
the  features  of  her  unknown  companion.  As 
for  Oldshaw's  coarse  words,  the  strong  York- 
shire dialect  rendered  them  unintelligible  to 
her.  They,  however,  roused  the  spirit  of  the 
phlegmatic  Mat. 

"  For  shame,  feyther  !  "  cried  he,  in  a  voice 
which  was  a  new  terror  for  the  young  lady, 
whose  champion  he  thus  declared  himseK  to 
be.  "  Mester  Brander,  Ah'll  go  loike  a  reace 
horse." 

And  ducking  his  long  body  under  his, 
father's  left  arm  with  an  unceremonious  rough- 
ness which  shook  that  mighty  man  from  his 
dignity,  he  touched  his  cap  to  Olivia  with  oafish 
respect,  and  ran  off  down  the  lane  past  the 
Hall  barns  with  the  best  speed  of  his  long  legs. 

"  We  won't  go  in  there,  thank  you  very 
much,"    said    Olivia,    when    Mr.    Brander    had 
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come  back  to  the  spot  to  which  she  had  re- 
treated. "  I  could  not  pass  that  man  ;  I  would 
rather  not  go  near  him." 

"  Will  you  wait  here  while  I  find  out  about 
the  furniture,  then  ?  " 

"  Please  promise  not  to  quarrel  with  that 
horrid  man  about  his  rudeness  to  us.  I  can  see 
he  is  one  of  those  people  who  can't  help  being 
rude  and  horrid,  just  as  some  other  people  can't 
help  being  unselfish  and  kind,"  said  the  girl, 
shyly,  but  with  much  warmth.  "  Will  you 
please  promise  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  he,  simply,  looking  into  her 
face  with  a  grave,  straightforward  expression  of 
interest  and,  as  it  seemed  to  her,  of  gratitude, 
which  surprised  and  touched  her. 

Then  he  turned  without  another  word, 
almost  as  if  afraid  to  say  another  word,  and 
going  back  rapidly  to  the  inn,  passed  the  farmer, 
who  sullenly  made  way  for  him,  and  disappeared 
into  the  house.  When  he  came  back  his  face 
was  full  of  deep  concern  of  a  different  kind. 

"  I  bring  bad  news,"  he   said  to  the  girls, 
c  'Z 
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wlio,  mistress  and  maid,  were  shrinking  together 
in  their  desolation.  "  I  am  afraid  your  furni- 
ture has  not  come,  and — they  say  they  haven't  a 
room  to  spare  in  the  inn  for  to-night.  But  if 
Mrs.  Tew  could  see  you  and  speak  to  you  her- 
self  " 

"  I  wouldn't  stay  in  the  house,"  burst  out 
Olivia,  indignantly.  *'  If  we  can  only  get  into 
the  Hall,  Lucy  and  I  can  manage  very  well  in- 
deed." 

"But  the  place  is  sure  to  be  hideously  damp, 
and  there  are  no  carpets ;  in  fact,  there's  no- 
thing," said  Mr.  Brander,  in  dismay. 

"  The  resources  of  the  feminine  mind  are 
infinite,"  said  Olivia,  who  was  again  blinking 
behind  her  veil.  "  Here  comes  the  old  woman 
who  has  the  keys,  I  suppose.  I  shall  get  her  to 
take  us  in  for  a  little  while — at  least,  she'll  have 
a  cottage  and  a  fire  somewhere  or  other.  And 
perhaps  while  we  are  waiting  there  the  furniture 
will  come." 

Mr.  Brander  looked  at  her  with  renewed 
compassion.  He  thought  this  last  a  forlorn  hope. 
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"  Don't  be  disappointed  if  it  doesn't  come 
yet,"  he  said,  encouragingly.  ''  Old  Sarah  Wall 
will  do  her  best  for  you,  I'm  sure,  and  all  the 
better  if  she  doesn't  see  me  talking  to  you.  For 
you  won't  hear  any  good  of  me  from  her." 

And  before  Olivia  could  detain  him  to  pour 
out  again  the  thanks  for  his  kindness  with  which 
her  heart  was  overflowing,  he  had  raised  his  hat 
with  a  sudden  cold  withdrawal  into  himself,  and 
turning  with  the  rapidity  of  the  most  accom- 
plished athlete,  disappeared  along  the  road 
which  led  through  Lower  Eishton,  leaving  her 
overwhelmed  with  surprise  at  the  abrupt  change 
in  his  manner,  and  with  desolation  at  this  un- 
expectedly sudden  loss  of  their  only  friend. 


CHAPTEE    II. 

A    HAUNTED    ROOM. 

Old  Sarah  Wall,  tlie  key-bearer,  who  now  came 
ambling  up  at  a  very  slow  pace,  holding  her 
hand  to  her  side,  and  muttering  feebly  as  she 
moved,  was  a  poor  exchange,  Olivia  thought,  for 
the  masculine  friend  who  had  ended  his  kindly 
services  so  abruptly.  He  had  not  even  waited, 
as  he  had  intimated  an  intention  of  doing,  to  see 
the  luggage  safely  moved  into  the  house.  Mrs. 
Wall  looked  very  cross,  and  not  too  clean. 
Scarcely  deigning  to  glance  at  the  strangers,  she 
muttered,  *'  This  way  !  ''  and  then  fell  to  groan- 
ing as  she  led  the  way  through  the  farm -yard  up 
to  the  house. 

Olivia  paused  to  look  despairingly  at  her 
scattered  trunks,  and  to  give  a  kindly  word  of 
comfort  to  the  unlucky  cab -driver,  who  was  still 
occupied  in  estimating  the  damage  done  to  his 
vehicle,  and  his   chances   of  getting  it  back  to 
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Matherliam  that  night.  As  she  did  so  she 
heard  a  footstep  on  the  hard  ground  beside  her, 
and  found  the  shamefaced  and  blushing  Mat 
at  her  side. 

"  Ah'U  get  t'  luggage  in  all  reight,  never 
fear,"  said  he,  in  a  voice  so  gruff  with  excessive 
bashfulness  that  poor  Olivia  thought  him  surly, 
and  shrank  back  with  a  cold  refusal  of  his  ser- 
vices rising  to  her  lips. 

Mat  thought  she  identified  him  with  his 
father,  and  so  hastened  to  offer  a  neat  apology  for 
that  gentleman's  conduct. 

"  Feyther  's  a  pig,"  said  he.  "  Boot  he  wun- 
na  harm  ye ;  an'  Ah'll  do  what  Ah  can  to  mak' 
oop  for  him  being  so  rough." 

And  he  shouldered  one  trunk  and  caught  up 
another,  and  strode  along  towards  the  house, 
whistling  to  himself  with  the  defiant  carelessness 
of  one  who  feels  he  has  done  a  bold  stroke. 
The  lady  and  her  attendant  followed,  somewhat 
soothed  by  this  little  show  of  friendliness. 

Even  in  the  midst  of  her  feelings  of  desola- 
tion and  disappointment,  in  spite   of  the  keen 
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cold  and  of  tlie  forlorn,  blind  look  which  shut- 
tered and  shut-up  windows,  broken  chimney-pots, 
and  untrimmed  ivy,  gave  to  the  house,  Olivia 
could  not  look  quite  without  admiration  and  a 
youthful  sense  of  delight  in  the  picturesque  at- 
the  old  Hall.  The  body  of  the  house  was  a 
long,  plain,  two-storeyed  building,  with  a  flagged 
roof  and  a  curious  vdde,  flat  portico,  supported 
by  two  spindleshank  wooden  pillars,  beneath 
which  three  stone  steps,  deeply  hollowed  out  and 
worn  by  generations  of  feet,  led  to  the  front 
door.  At  the  west  end  a  gabled  wing,  flag- 
roofed  like  the  rest,  ran  back  from  the  body  of 
the  house  ;  and  at  right  angles  to  this  there 
jutted  out  westwards  a  second  small  wing  of  the 
same  shape.  In  these,  the  oldest  portions  of  the- 
house,  traces  of  former  architectural  beauties  re- 
mained in  stately  Tudor  chimneys  and  two  mul- 
lioned  windows,  round  which  the  ivy  clustered 
in  huge  bushes,  long  left  neglected  and  un- 
trimmed. At  this  end  of  the  building  a  little 
garden  ran  underneath  the  walls,  protected  from 
the  incursions  of  intrusive  cows  by  a  wall  which 
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began  towards  tlie  back  of  the  house  by  being 
very  high,  and  ended  towards  the  front  by  being 
very  low.  From  the  wall  to  the  house  the 
garden  had  been  shut  in  by  palings  and  a  little 
gate ;  but  these  were  now  much  broken  and 
decayed,  and  afforded  small  protection  to  the 
yews  and  holly-bushes,  the  little  leafless  barberry 
tree,  and  the  shabby  straggling  evergreens,  which 
grew  thickly  against  the  weather-stained  walls 
of  the  old  house,  choking  the  broken  panes  of 
the  lower  windows  as  the  ivy  did  those  of  the 
upper  ones.  It  was  this  western  end  that  was 
visible  from  the  road,  the  view  of  the  front 
being  obscured  by  a  long  stone-built  barn,  very 
old,  and  erected  on  foundations  older  still,  about 
w^hich  hung  traditions  of  monkish  days. 

If  she  had  seen  it  at  any  other  time,  Olivia 
would  have  been  crazy  with  delight  at  the 
thought  of  living  in  such  a  place ;  and  even  now, 
cheerless  as  the  immediate  prospect  was,  it 
gave  her  a  gleam  of  comfort  to  reflect  that,  if  she 
did  have  to  pass  the  night  without  any  bed 
amongst  the  rats,  the  ancestors  of  those  rats  had 
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scampered  over  the  place  in  the  time  of  Queen 
Elizabeth. 

With  some  difficulty,  Mrs.  Wall  turned  the 
key  in  the  rusty  lock  and  admitted  them.  It 
seemed  that  she  had  a  grievance  in  the  fact  that 
she  had  not  known  on  what  day  they  were  to 
arrive.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  she.  was  one  of 
those  persons  who  are  never  prepared  for  any- 
thing, but  Olivia  had  had  no  means  of  learning 
her  peculiarities,  and  so  she  met  the  old  woman's 
complaints  in  a  humble  and  apologetic  spirit 
which  increased  Mrs.  Wall's  arrogance. 

The  entrance  hall  was  low-roofed  and  square  ; 
the  walls  were  covered  with  a  cheap  and  common- 
place paper,  the  wainscoting  and  the  banisters  of 
the  broad  staircase  were  of  painted  wood.  This  • 
was  the  portion  of  the  house  which  had  suffered 
most  during  its  decadence.  Olivia,  examining 
everything  with  an  eye  keen  to  discover  the 
good  points  to  be  made  the  most  of  in  her  new 
home,  found  that  where  the  paint  had  worn 
off  the  staircase  and  wainscot  dark  oak  was 
revealed  underneath,  and  she  rashly  uttered  an 
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exclamation  of  horror  at  the  vandalism  of 
the  farm's  occupants. 

"  The  idea  of  spoiling  beautiful  dark  oak 
with  this  horrid  paint !  Why,  the  people  who 
did  it  ought  to  be  sent  to  penal  servitude !  " 

Mrs.  Wall  was  scandalised. 

"  T'  foaks  as  lived  here  last  liked  t'  place 
clean,"  she  said,  severely.  "  It'll  nivver  look  t' 
same  again  as  it  did,  wi'  a  clean  white  antima- 
cassar stitched  on  to  ivery  chair,  an'  wax  flowers 
under  glass  shades  in  a'  t'  parlour  winders.  An' 
t'  parlour  alius  as  neeat  as  a  new  pin,  so  ye  wur 
afreaid  a'most  to  coom  into  't.  Ah,  ye  meen 
talk  o'  yer  gentlefoak,  but  they'll  nivver  mak'  it 
look  t'  same  again  !  " 

Olivia  had  opened  the  door  to  the  right,  and 
throwing  wide  the  shutters  of  one  of  the  three 
large  windows,  revealed  a  long,  low-ceiliuged 
room,  used  as  the  living-room  by  the  late 
farmer's  family,  and  having  at  the  further  end  a 
wide,  high,  old-fashioned  fireplace,  the  mould- 
ings of  which  had  been  carefully  covered  with 
whitewash,  now  smoke-begrimed  and  worn  into 
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dark  streaks.  The  shutters  and  the  wainscoting, 
which  in  this  room  was  hreast  high  upon  the 
walls,  had  been  treated  in  the  same  way.  Olivia 
uttered  a  groan,  and  turned  to  the  door,  afraid 
of  uttering  more  offensive  remarks.  Then  they 
went  up-stairs,  and  opened  the  doors  of  a  lot  of 
little  meanly-papered  bed-rooms  which  formed 
the  upper  storey  of  this  part  of  the  house. 
Having  allowed  the  new-comers  to  examine 
these,  while  she  remained  sniffing  in  the  pass- 
age, Mrs.  Wall  shuffled  hastily  back  to  the  stair- 
case. 

"  Stop  !  "  cried  Olivia,  as  the  old  woman 
placed  one  downtrodden  shoe  on  the  second 
step ;  "we  haven't  seen  the  other  part  of  the 
house  at  all.     Where  does  this  lead  to  ?  " 

And  she  peered  into  a  crooked  passage  which 
led  into  the  first  of  the  two  older  wings. 

Mrs.  Wall  paused  with  evident  reluctance. 

''  There's  nowt  yonder  but  t'  worst  o'  t'  bed- 
rooms ;  ye've  seen  t'  best,"  she  grumbled. 

But  Olivia  was  already  exploring,  followed 
by    Lucy ;    and    the    old    woman,    with    much 
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reluctance,  brouglit  up  the  rear.  The  passage 
was  quite  dark,  and  very  cold.  The  tallow  tip 
which  Mrs.  Wall  carried  gave  only  just  enough 
light  to  enable  the  explorers  to  find  the  handles 
of  the  doors  on  the  left.  One  of  these  Olivia 
opened,  not  without  difficulty ;  for  the  floor  was 
strewn  with  lumber  of  all  sorts,  which  the  last 
occupier  of  the  farm  had  not  thought  worth 
carrying  away.  The  walls  of  this  room,  which 
was  very  small,  were  panelled  right  up  to  the 
low  ceiling ;  and  the  panelling  had  been  white- 
washed. A  second  chamber  in  this  passage  was 
in  a  similar  condition,  except  that  the  panelling 
had  been  torn  down  from  two  of  the  four  walls, 
and  its  place  supplied  by  a  layer  of  plaster. 
Holding  up  her  skirts  very  carefully,  Olivia 
stepped  across  the  dusty  piles  of  broken  boxes, 
damaged  fireirons,  and  odds  and  ends  of  torn 
carpet  with  which  the  floor  of  this  room  also  was 
covered,  and  looked  through  the  dusty  panes  of 
the  little  window. 

"Now    youVe    seen   a',''    said    Mrs.    Wall, 
rather   querulously.       "An'    t'    lad    downstairs 
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'11  be  wanting  to  know  wheer  to  put  t' 
things." 

She  was  retreating  with  her  candle,  when 
Olivia  stopped  her  again. 

"  No,"  she  said  eagerly,  ''  we've  not  seen 
all.  There's  a  wing  of  the  house  we  have 
not  been  into  at  all;  and  I  can  see  through 
the  Httle  window,  on  this  side  of  it,  some 
curtains  and  a  flower  vase  with  something  still 
in  it.  It  doesn't  look  empty  and  deserted 
like  the  rest.  I  must  get  in  there  before  I 
go  down." 

But  Mrs.  Wall's  old  face  had  wrinkled  up 
with  superstitious  terror,  and  it  was  only  by 
force  of  muscle  that  the  young  girl  succeeded 
in  cutting  off  her  retreat. 

"  Na',"  she  said,  her  voice  sinking  to  a 
croaking  whisper.  "  I  canna'  tak'  ye  in  theer. 
An' — an'  t'  doors  are  locked,  ye  see,"  she  added, 
eagerly,  as  Oh  via,  still  grasping  her  conductress's 
arm,  in  vain  tried  the  door  at  the  end  of  the 
passage,  and  one  on  the  left-hand  side  at  right- 
angles  with  it. 
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"  Well,  but  why  are  tliey  locked  ?  "  asked 
tlie  young  girl  impatiently,  her  rich-toned, 
youthful  voice  ringing  sonorously  through  the. 
long-disused  passage.  "  The  whole  place  is  ours 
now,  and  I  have  a  right  to  see  into  everj^  corner 
of  it." 

"Oh,  Miss  Olivia,  perhaps  we'd  better  go 
back — go  downstairs — for  to-day,"  suggested  the 
little  maid  Lucy,  rather  timorously,  behind  her. 

Mrs.  Wall's  nervous  tremors  were  begin- 
ning to  infect  the  poor  girl,  who  was,  more- 
over, very  cold,  and  longing  for  some  tea. 
But  her  young  mistress  had  at  least  her  fair 
share  of  an  immovable  British  obstinacy.  Tind- 
ing  that  both  doors  were  firmly  locked  and  that 
there  was  no  key  to  either  forthcoming,  she 
flung  the  whole  weight  of  her  massive  and 
muscular  young  body  against  the  door  on  the 
left,  until  the  old  wood  cracked  and  the  rusty 
nails  rattled  in  the  disused  hinges. 

"  Mercy  on  us ! "  exclaimed  Sarah  Wall, 
petrified  by  the  audacity  of  the  young  Amazon. 
"  Shoo  '11  have  t'  owd  place  aboot  our  ears  !  " 
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"  Take  the  candle,  Lucy,"  said  Olivia,  im- 
periously, perceiving  that  the  dip  was  flaring  and 
wobbling  in  an  ominous  manner  in  the  old 
woman's  trembling  fingers. 

Lucy  obeyed,  frightened,  but  curious.  Her 
mistress  made  two  more  vigorous  onslaughts 
upon  the  door  ;  the  first  produced  a  great  creak- 
ing and  straining  ;  at  the  second  the  door  gave 
way  on  its  upper  hinge,  so  that  the  girl's  strong 
hands  were  able  to  force  the  lock  with  ease.  She 
turned  to  the  guide  in  some  triumph. 

"  Now,  Mrs.  Wall,  we'll  unearth  your  ghost, 
if  there  is  one.  At  any  rate,  we'll  get  to  the 
bottom  of  your  mystery  in  five  minutes." 

But  she  did  not.  Pressing  on  to  the  end 
of  a  very  narrow,  unlighted  passage  in  which  she 
now  found  herself,  Olivia  came  to  a  second  door ; 
this  opened  easily  and  admitted  her  into  a  large 
chamber,  the  aspect  of  which,  dimly  seen  by 
the  fading  light  which  came  through  a  small 
square  window  on  her  left,  filled  her  brave 
young  spirit  with  a  sudden  sense  of  dreariness 
and  desolation. 


A    HAUNTED    ROOM.  33 

For  it  was  not  empty  and  lumber-strewn, 
like  the  rest  of  the  rooms  she  had  entered.  The 
dark  forms  of  cumbrous,  old-fashioned  furniture 
were  discernible  in  the  dusk ;  the  heavy  hang- 
ings of  a  huge  four-post  mahogany  bedstead 
shook,  as  a  rat,  disturbed  by  the  unwonted  in- 
trusion, slid  down  the  curtain  and  scurried  across 
the  floor.  As  she  stepped  slowly  forward  on  the 
carpet,  which  was  damp  to  the  tread,  and  peered 
to  right  and  left  in  the  gloom,  Olivia  could  see 
strange  relics  of  the  room's  last  occupant ;  the 
withered  remains  of  what  had  been  a  bunch 
of  flow^ers  on  a  table  in  front  of  the  little 
window  ;  an  assortment  of  Christmas  cards  and 
valentines,  all  of  design  now  out  of  date,  and  all 
thickly  covered  with  brown  dust,  fastened  with 
pins  on  to  the  wall  on  each  side  of  the  high 
mantelpiece ;  even  a  book,  a  railway  novel,  with 
its  yellow  boards  gnawed  by  the  rats,  which  she 
picked  up  rather  timorously  from  the  floor,  where, 
by  this  time,  it  seemed  to  have  acquired  a  conse- 
crated right  to  lie. 

Still  advancing  very  slowly,  Olivia  reached 
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the  opposite  side  of  tlie  room,  where  her  quick 
eyes  had  perceived  the  barred  shutters  of  a 
second  and  much  larger  window.  With  some 
difficulty  she  removed  the  bar,  which  had  grown 
stiff  and  rusty,  and,  drawing  back  the  heavy 
shutters,  revealed  the  long,  stone-mullioned 
window,  with  diamond  panes,  which  had  been 
such  a  picturesque  feature  of  the  house  from  the 
outside.  The  thick,  untrained  ivy  obscui'ed  one 
end  of  it,  but  enough  light  glimmered  through 
the  dirt-encrusted  panes  for  Olivia  to  be  now 
quite  sure  of  two  things  of  which  she  felt 
nearly  sure  before — namely,  that  this  was 
the  best  bedroom  in  the  house,  and  that,  for 
some  mysterious  reason,  this  chamber,  instead  of 
being  dismantled  like  the  rest,  had  been  allowed . 
to  remain  for  a  period  of  years  almost  as  its  last 
occupant  had  left  it.  Almost,  but  not  quite  ; 
for  the  bedding  had  been  removed,  the  covers  to 
the  dressing-table  and  the  gigantic  chest  of 
drawers,  and  the  white  curtains  which  had  once 
hung  before  the  shuttered  window. 

On   the  other  hand,  a   host    of   knicknacks 
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remained  to  testify  to  the  sex,  tlie  approximate 
age,  and  the  measure  of  refinement  of  the  late 
owner.  More  railway  novels,  all  well  worn ; 
flower  vases  of  an  inexpensive  kind ;  two  hand- 
mirrors,  one  broken ;  a  dream  book  ;  a  bow  of 
bright  ribbon  ;  a  handsome  cut-glass  scent-bottle  ; 
these  things,  among  others,  were  as  suggestive 
as  a  photograph ;  while  the  fact  that  this  room 
alone  had  been  studiously  left  in  its  original 
state,  and  even  furnished  in  accordance  with 
it,  threw  a  new  and  more  favourable  light 
on  the  taste  of  that  mysteriously  interesting 
somebody  whose  individuality  made  itself  felt 
across  a  lapse  of  years  to  the  wondering  new- 
comer. 

Olivia  Denison  was  not  by  any  means  a 
fanciful  girl.  She  had  been  brought  up  by 
a  stepmother — a  mode  of  education  little  likely 
to  produce  an  unwholesome  forcing  of  the  senti- 
mental tendencies.  She  was,  besides,  too  athletic 
and  vigorously  healthy  to  be  prone  to  supersti- 
tious or  morbid  imaginings.  But  as  she -stood 
straining  her  eyes  in  the  fading  daylight  to  take 
D  2 
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in  every  detail  of  the  mysterious  room,  the 
panelling,  which  in  this  apartment  alone  was  left 
its  own  dark  colour,  seemed  to  take  strange 
moving  patterns  as  she  looked;  the  musty, 
close  air  seemed  to  choke  her ;  and  faint  creak- 
ings  and  moanings,  either  in  the  ancient  wood- 
work or  the  loose-hanging  ivy  outside,  grew  in 
her  listening  ears  to  a  murmur  as  of  a  voice 
trying  to  speak,  and  miserably  failing  to  make 
itself  understood.  She  was  roused  by  a  shrill  cry, 
and  found  Lucy,  whose  fear  for  her  mistress  had 
overcome  her  fear  of  this  desolate  room,  shaking 
her  by  the  arm,  and  pulling  her  towards  the 
door. 

''  Oh,  Miss  Olivia,  do  come  out — do  come 
out !  You're  going  to  faint ;  I'm  sure  you  are. 
It's  all  this  horrid  room — this  horrid  house. 
Oh,  do  come,  and  write  and  tell  master  it's  not  a 
fit  place  for  Christians  to  come  to,  and  he'd  never 
prosper  if  he  was  to  come  here,  and  nor  wouldn't 
none  of  us,  I'm  positive.  Do  come.  Miss  Olivia, 
there's  a  dear.  It's  fit  to  choke  one  in  here, 
what  with  the  rats  and  the  damp,   that  it  is. 
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And  if  we  was  to  stay  here  long  enough  we'd  see 
ghosts,  I  know." 

Olivia  laughed.  No  phantom  had  terrors 
for  her,  however  strong  an  impression  half- 
guessed  realities  might  make  upon  her  youthful 
imagination. 

"  Don't  he  afraid,  Lucy,"  she  said,  encourag- 
ingly. "  We'll  soon  frighten  the  ghosts  away 
by  letting  a  little  fresh  air  into  these  musty 
rooms.     Here,  help  me." 

Half  reassured  by  her  resonant  voice,  the 
maid  accompanied  her  to  the  larger  window, 
still  clinging  to  her  arm,  but  more  for  com- 
panionship than  with  the  idea  of  affording  sup- 
port to  her  mistress,  who  had  recovered  her 
self-command.  Together  they  succeeded  in 
throwing  open  both  windows  to  their  full  ex- 
tent, not,  however,  accomplishing  this  without  a 
shriek  from  Lucy  as  a  great  bird  flew  out  of  the 
hanging  ivy  and  almost  flapped  against  their 
faces  in  his  confusion  at  this  unusual  distur- 
bance. They  both  felt  a  sense  of  relief  as  the 
keen  but  fresh  outside   air  blew  into   the  long- 
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closed  room,  dispersing  tlie  mouldy,  musty  smell 
of  damp  hangings  and  decaying  wood.  Even 
the  old  woman,  who  had  stood  all  this  time  in 
the  doorway,  apparently  engaged  in  muttering 
incantations  over  the  tallow  dip,  hut  really  trans- 
fixed hy  this  audacity  of  young  blood,  drew  a 
long  breath  as  the  rush  of  fresh  air  reached  her, 
and  gathered  courage  to  ask  "  what  they  were 
after  doin'  now." 

''We're  'after'  ransacking  every  comer  of 
this  old  ghost  run,  turning  it  upside  down  and 
inside  out,  and  chasing,  away  the  last  shadow  of 
a  bogey,"  answered  Olivia,  cheerily.  "Here's 
another  room  to  look  into." 

Crossing  the  room  with  a  light  step,  she 
opened  the  door  of  the  second  of  the  closed-up 
apartments.  This  chamber  also  had  escaped  the 
dismantling  of  the  rest  of  the  house,  but  it  con- 
tained very  little  that  would  have  been  worth 
taking  away.  It  w^as  lighted  by  three  small 
windows,  all  much  broken,  and  all  hung  with 
limp  rags  which  had  once  been  muslin  curtains, 
gaily  tied  up  w  ith  blue  ribbons,  w^hich  were  now 
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almost  colourless  with  dust  and  damp.  The 
floor  was  covered  with  mattino:,  which  smelt  like 
damp  straw,  and  had  evidently  afforded  many  a 
meal  to  the  rats  now  scurrying  behind  the  wood- 
work, which  in  this  room  was  much  decayed  and 
in  far  from  good  repair.  A  plain  deal  table, 
from  which  the  cover  had  been  removed  ;  two 
limp  wicker  chairs  with  ragged  cushions ;  an 
empty  birdcage  ;  a  fanciful  wicker  kennel  for  a 
lapdog ;  these  were  nearly  all  that  was  left  of 
the  furniture. 

Olivia  inspected  everything  with  eager 
but  silent  interest,  and  then  turned  suddenly 
to  Sarah  Wall,  who  had  again  followed 
them  as  far  as  the  door,  preferring  even  the 
eerie  passage  of  the  bedroom  to  solitude 
outside. 

"Who  lived  in  these  rooms  last?"  she 
asked. 

But  the  candle  nearly  fell  from  Mrs.  Wall's 
hand  as,  for  all  answer,  she  withdrew  into  the 
desolation  of  the  deserted  bedroom,  rather  than 
face  the  eager  questioner  again. 
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Olivia  was  not  to  be  put  off  so  easily.  She 
followed  precipitately,  and,  changing  the  form 
of  her  attack,  said — 

''  How  long  is  it  since  these  rooms  were  shut 
up,  Mrs.  Wall  ?  " 

The  guide's  eyes  shifted  about,  refusing  to 
meet  those  of  the  young  girl. 

"Two  year ;  same  as  rest  o'  t'  house,"  she 
answered,  in  a  grumbling  tone. 

"  Only  two  years  ?  It  wasn't  shut  up  long 
before  the  family  went  away,  then  ?  "  said  Olivia, 
incredulously. 

"  Not  as  Ah  knaws  on,"  answered  Sarah 
Wall. 

Miss  Denison  hated  an  untruth  with  the 
impetuous  loathing  of  an  honest  nature.  She 
would  have  liked  to  shake  this  wretched  old 
woman,  who  would  not  be  candid  on  a  subject 
which  could  not  be  of  the  slightest  importance 
to  her. 

Perhaps  her  companion  got  an  inkling 
of  this  information,  for  she  turned  and  beat  a 
hasty  retreat  along  the  narrow  passage  which  led 
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from  tlie  bedroom  to  tlie  body  of  the  bouse. 
Olivia  did  not  at  once  follow  ber.  With  a 
curious  reluctance,  wbetber  reverence  for  a 
dead  past  whose  relics  she  was  disturbing,  or  fear 
of  some  shock  which  its  revelations  might  bring 
her,  she  scarcely  knew,  the  girl  picked  up  one  of 
the  dust-begrimed  novels,  and  looked  at  the 
title-page.  But  there  w^as  nothing  written  on 
it.  She  opened  three  or  four  more  of  the  novels 
with  the  same  result.  By  this  time  it  was 
growing  so  dark  that  she  had  to  hasten  her 
movements  for  fear  that  when  at  last  a  clue  was 
found  she  might  be  unable  to  distinguish  the 
letters.  Having  in  vain  examined  every  book 
upon  the  table,  she  continued  to  explore  until 
she  found,  on  a  small  hanging  bookshelf  in  an 
obscure  corner  of  the  room,  a  little  pile  of  devo- 
tional works  —  Bible,  hymn  book,  Bogatsky's 
"  Golden  Treasury,"  a  tiny  "  Daily  Portion," 
and  a  prayer-book.  This  last  was  on  the  top  of 
all.  As  Olivia  opened  it,  there  fell  to  the  floor 
tiny  dried  scraps  of  flowers  and  fern.  Turning 
to  the  flyleaf,  and  carrying  the  book  in  haste  to 
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the  window,  slie  found  these  words,  written  in  a 
round  schoolboy's  hand — 

"  Ellen  Mitchell,  from  her  affectionate 
brother  Ned."  And  a  date  of  eighteen  years 
back. 

Olivia  replaced  the  prayer-book  on  the  shelf, 
and  left  the  old  room  without  further  delay, 
followed  by  Lucy,  who  had  remained  close  at 
hand,  but  discreetly  silent,  during  these  investi- 
gations. 

When  they  reached  the  outer  end  of  the 
passage,  Olivia  glanced  with  some  curiosity  at 
the  old  door  she  had  so  roughly  broken  down, 
and  as  she  did  so,  some  letters,  written  in  pencil 
high  on  the  upper  panel  caught  her  eye.  With 
difficulty  she  made  out  a  date  in  July  ten  years 
before. 

''  I  wonder,"  she  thought,  "  whether  that  is 
the  date  on  w^hich  the  rooms  were  locked  up. 
If  so,  it  was  eight  years  before  the  last  people 
left  the  house,  I  know.  And  their  name  was 
Mitchell.  Who  can  I  ask  to  tell  me  the 
story  ?  " 
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And,  having  forgotten  cold,  fatigue,  and 
hunger  in  the  interest  of  her  discoveries,  Olivia 
Denison  made  her  way  slowly  down  to  the 
ground-floor  again,  where  she  caught  Mrs. 
Wall  in  the  act  of  slipping  out  at  the  front 
door. 


CHAPTEE    III. 

A    MYSTERIOUS    FRIEND. 

TiiE  estimable  Sarah  Wall  was,  as  she  herself 
would  have  said,  "  not  in  the  best  of  tempers  " 
at  being  intercepted  in  her  proposed  flight. 

"  Ah  thowt  ye'd  got  all  ye  wanted,"  she 
grumbled,  as  Olivia  Denison  followed  her  out  on 
to  the  doorstep  and  asked  her  where  she  was 
going.  ''  Ah  wur  goin'  whoam  to  get  a  coop 
o'  tea,  for  Ah'm  fair  clemmed." 

''  You  thought  we'd  got  all  we  wanted !  " 
said  Olivia,  ironically.  "  Why,  we've  got 
nothmg  at  all — not  even  a  chair  to  sit  on.  I 
think,  if  you  have  tea  going  at  your  cottage,  you 
might  ask  us  to  come  and  have  some." 

"  Hey,  that  ye  might,  Sally,"  said  a  gruff 
voice,  which  Olivia  had  now  learnt  to  recognise 
as  that  of  a  friend. 

Turning,  she  saw  Mat  Oldshaw,  his  blushes, 
if  he  was  still  blushing,  invisible  in  the  darkness. 
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standing  at  the  foot  of  the  steps,  mounting 
guard  over  the  luggage,  which  he  had  piled 
together. 

"  Oh,"  cried  the  girl,  with  a  sudden  change 
to  melting  gratitude,  "  you  haven't  been  waiting 
out  here  in  the  cold  all  this  time  for  us,  have 
you?" 

"  Weel,  miss,"  said  Mat,  laughing  uneasily, 
and  shifting  from  one  heavy  foot  to  the  other, 
•'  door  was  shut,  an'  Ah  couldn't  get  in." 

And,  to  put  an  end  to  conversation,  which 
was  an  art  in  which  he  felt  he  did  not  shine,  the 
young  fellow  seized  the  two  smallest  trunks  and 
carried  them  straight  into  the  big  farm  living- 
room,  whistling  a  lively  tune  as  he  did  so. 
Olivia  stood  back  quite  silently  while  he  fetched 
in  the  rest  of  the  luggage  in  the  same  way,  and 
then  stood  looking  at  it  dubiously  by  the  light 
of  Mrs.  Wall's  candle. 

"  It  bean't  naw  good  onfastenin'  t'  cords," 
he  said  at  last,  "  for  they  won't  stey  in  here. 
An'  Ah  dunno  reightly  what  to  be  doin'  for  ye 
if  yer  goods  bean't  coom." 
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He  went  back  again  to  tlie  front  door  and 
looked  out.  Not  that  he  could  see  anything  of 
the  road,  for  the  huge  barn  opposite  completely 
blocked  the  view  from  this  point.  But  he  was  a 
good  deal  affected  by  the  predicament  in  which 
this  beautiful  lady  and  her  attendant  found 
themselves,  and  he  was  shy  of  meeting  the  lady's 
eyes,  being  without  means  of  comforting  her. 
Suddenly  a  figure  darted  out  from  the  gloom 
under  the  barn  walls,  a  strong  hand  was  laid 
upon  the  lad's  arm,  and,  willy-nilly,  he  was 
dragged  down  the  steps  and  heartily  cuffed 
before  he  had  recovered  from  his  first  surprise. 

"Eh,    feyther,    what   art    doin'    now?"    he 
asked,    as    soon    as    he    had    recovered   breath, 
having   speedily   recognised    the    touch    of    his" 
parent's  loving  hand. 

"  Eh,  thou  feaul,  thoo  teastrill ;  AhVe  got 
tha !  Ah  knaw'd  wheer  thoo'd  got  to.  This 
cooms  o'  followin'  fowk  wha  can't  keep  off  t' 
lasses.  Coom  whoam ;  coom  tha  whoam,  and  if 
ivver  Ah  catch  tha  again  a-slitherin'  aboot  yon 
house,  Ah'll  turn  thee  oot  o'  ma  house  and  oot 
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o'  ma  farm,  as  if  ye  wur  nobbut  a  plougbboy, 
tbat  Ab  will  !  " 

Mat  wriggled  and  writbed  till  be  got  loose 
from  bis  fatber's  grasp,  and  slinking  back  a  step 
or  two,  be  called  out,  not  loudly  or  defiantly,  but 
witli  tbe  same  rougli  kindliness  wbicb  be  bad 
sbown  from  tbe  first  towards  tbe  friendless 
girls — 

"  Now  mind,  Sally,  tbou  maun  masb  t'  best 
coop  o'  tea  tboo  can  for  t'  leddies." 

Jobn  Oldsbaw  turned  round  at  tbese  words, 
and  addressed  tbe  old  woman  in  a  tbick  and 
angry  voice. 

"  Sarab  Wall,  get  back  to  tba  wboam  an' 
tba  own  business.  An'  if  tboo  canna  keep  tba 
owd  fingers  oot  o'  otber  fowks'  affairs,  tba  needna 
coom  up  our  way  o'  Soondays  for  t'  broken  meat. 
So  now  tboo  knaws." 

And,  witb  a  jerk  of  tbe  bead  to  bis  son 
to  intimate  tbat  Mat  could  go  on  in  front  and 
be  would  follow,  tbe  farmer  stamped  slowly  and 
heavily  away  down  tbe  yard. 

His    coarse    unkindness    affected    tbe    tbree 
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women  differently.  Little  Lucy  began  to  whim- 
per and  to  sob  out  indignant  maledictions  upon 
"  tlie  ol-ol-old  brute  ;  "  Mrs.  Wall,  after  drop- 
ping balf-a-dozen  frightened  curtseys,  manifested 
a  great  eagerness  to  go ;  Olivia  drew  herself  up 
and  became  very  stern  and  grave. 

"You  need  not  mind  what  that  man  says, 
Mrs.  Wall,"  she  said,  in  a  firm,  quiet  voice. 
"  You  may  be  very  sure  that  any  kindness  you 
do  us  will  be  amply  repaid.  And  as  for  the 
broken  meat  he  talks  about,  if  you  will  really 
lose  that  by  letting  us  rest  a  little  while  in  your 
cottage  and  giving  us  a  cup  of  tea,  I  can  promise 
you  a  good  dinner  every  Sunday  while  my 
father  lives  here." 

But  Mrs.  Wall  was  far  too  timorous  and 
cautious  a  person  to  risk  the  substantial  reality 
of  broken  meat  on  Sundays  from  the  great  man 
of  the  village  for  the  flimsy  vision  of  a  good 
dinner  from  a  total  stranger.  She  thrust  her 
flickering  tallow  candle  into  Lucy's  hands,  and 
began  to  tie  her  wispy  bonnet-strings  with  a 
resolute  air. 
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*'  I'll  leave  t'  candle,"  she  said,  as  if  making 
a  great  and  generous  concession  ;  "  an'  that's  a' 
I  can  do  for  3^e.  For  I've  novvt  in  my  place  I 
could  set  afore  a  leddy  ;  an'  as  for  tea,  the  bit 
fire  I  left  will  be  out  by  this  time.'^ 

"But  I  can  light  your  fire  again  for  you,  and 
boil  your  kettle  in  two  twos,"  burst  in  Lucy. 
"  And  we've  brought  some  tea  with  us." 

Her  young  mistress  put  a  light  hand  on  her 
arm. 

"Never  mind,  Lucy,"  she  said,  quietly.  "  If 
Mrs.  Wall  doesn't  care  for  us  to  go  to  her  cot- 
tao^e  we  will  not  trouble  her." 

As  she  spoke,  her  eyes  brightened,  for  at  the 
end  of  the  long  barn  she  descried  in  the  dusk 
the  figure  of  the  gentleman  who  had  eome  to 
their  aid  that  afternoon  and  then  left  them  with 
such  unaccountable  suddenness.  Lucy  saw  him 
too,  and  being  more  demonstrative  than  her 
mistress,  she  gave  vent  to  her  delight  in  words. 

"  No,  Mrs.  Wall,  ma'am ;  you  needn't  go  for 
to  put  yourself  out,  for  there's  better  folks  than 
you  coming  along,  that  are  a  deal  more  obliging 
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than  ever  you'd  be,  and  that  have  some  Christian 
kindness  in  them,  which  Is  more  than  can  be 
said  for  you.  Ugh,  you  grumpy  old  woman, 
you!" 

"Hush,  Lucy,"  said  her  mistress  In  gentle 
rebuke ;  ''  the  gentleman  will  hear  you.  And  I 
don't  suppose  he's  coming  here  at  all,"  she 
added,  reluctantly,  as  the  figure  they  had  both 
so  quickly  recognised  disappeared  again  in  the 
gloom. 

"What  gentleman?  What  gentleman?" 
asked  the  old  woman,  shrilly. 

"  How  should  we  know,  when  we're  strangers 
here  ?  "  retorted  Lucy,  who,  now  that  her 
tongue  was  once  loosened,  was  delighted  to  have 
what  she  afterwards  called  *'  a  go-in "  at  their 
disobliging  guide.  ''  But  he  was  a  real  gentle- 
man ;  not  like  your  pig-faced  friend  in  the  cor- 
duroy trousers  that  you're  so  mighty  civil  to  ; 
and  he  wears  knickerbockers  and  gaiters  and  a 
cap  over  his  eyes,  if  that's  anything  you  can  tell 
him  by." 

Apparently  it  was,  for  Sarah   gave  a   step 
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back  in  horror,  and  ejaculated  "Mercy  on  us!" 
two  or  three  times,  as  if  too  much  shocked  for 
further  speech. 

"What's  the  matter?  "  asked  Olivia,  rather 
sharpl}^  remembering  the  stranger's  warning 
that  she  would  hear  no  good  of  him  from  Sarah 
Wall,  and  curious  to  learn  the  reason.  "  If  you 
know  who  the  gentleman  is,  tell  me  his  name. 
And  what  do  you  know  against  him?  "  she  added, 
indiscreetl3\ 

Mrs.  Wall,  though  not  brilliantly  intelligent, 
had  the  splendid  gift  of  reticence  where  she 
thought  that  things  might  "  go  round."  She 
only  shook  her  head,  therefore,  and  muttered 
something  about  getting  herself  into  trouble  and 
desiring  to  be  allowed  to  go  home. 

"AVell,  just  tell  me  first  who  he  is,  then, 
and  you  shall  go  at  once,"  said  Olivia,  per- 
suasively. 

The   old  woman,  writhing  nervously  under 

the  clasp  of  Miss  Denison's  hand,  evidently  cast 

about  in  her  mind  for  a  means  of  getting  free 

while  committing  herself  as   little  as  possible. 

E  2 
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The  reluctant  words  which  at  last  came  out  were 
not  very  well  chosen,  however. 

"I'll  tell  ye  this,  then,"  she  croaked,  in  a 
broken  whisper,  peering  round  with  her  sunken 
eyes  as  if  to  be  sure  the  treasonable  communi- 
cation she  was  making  w^as  not  overheard  by  the 
person  concerned.  "  Yon  gentleman,  as  ye  call 
him,  is  no  fit  company  for  young  ladies.  And 
others  have  found  it  oot  to  their  cost — so  fowdv 
say,"  she  added,  hastily.  Then,  as  Olivia  released 
her  arm  and  she  tottered  away  over  the  hard 
ground,  she  looked  back  to  add,  in  a  querulous 
and  anxious  tone,  '*But  doan't  ye  tak'  it  frae  me, 
mind.     I  iiobbut  told  ye  what  I've  heerd  say." 

Olivia  turned  back  towards  the  open  door  of 
the  dreary  house,  feeling  beyond  measure  miser- 
able and  disconsolate.  The  dimly  seen  figure  of 
her  friend  of  the  afternoon  had  disaj^peared  ;  the 
disobliging  old  woman  who  was  at  least  a  fellow- 
creature,  was  rapidly  hobbling  out  of  sight ; 
while  the  words  which  had  just,  with  so  much 
difficulty,  been  forced  out  of  her,  seemed  in  the 
hag'a    mouth     to    have    acquired    the    chilling 
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significance  of  a  curse.  Lucy  felt  this  too,  for 
coming  closer  to  lier  mistress  slie  half  whispered  : 

"  Oh,  Miss  Olivia,  if  there  was  really  such 
things  as  witches,  I  should  believe  that  old  crone 
was  one." 

"  Nonsense  !  Come  inside,  and  let  us  see 
what's  to  be  done." 

"  Oh,  you're  not  going  in  again — all  by  our- 
selves 1  Oh,  miss,  just  think  of  that  upstairs 
room  !  "  wailed  the  poor  girl. 

"  Now,  look  here,  Lucy,  you  mustn't  be 
ridiculous.  We're  in  a  dreadful  plight,  and  we've 
got  to  make  the  best  of  it.  If  you  give  way  to 
silly  fancies  instead  of  doing  3'our  best  to  help 
me,  I  shall  have  to  take  you  to  that  inn  at  the 
corner  and  leave  you  there  while  I  come  back 
and  sliift  for  myself  as  best  I  can."" 

Luc3%  who  loved  her  young  mistress,  grew 
sober  and  good  immediately. 

*'  You  know  I'll  do  what  I  can.  Miss  Olivia," 
she  said,  suppressing  a  sob  of  alarm  as  a  dull 
sound,  apparently  from  the  bam  opposite,  reached 
their  ears. 
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Olivia  listened.     The  sound  was  repeated. 

*'  It  sounds  like  some  person  chopping 
wood,"  she  said,  after  a  moment's  pause.  *'  I 
daresay,  now  the  place  is  uninhabited,  the  vil- 
lagers take  what  liberties  they  like  with  it,  and 
use  the  barns  and  sheds  to  store  their  own  wood 
and  hay  and  things  in.  Now,  come  in,  and  let 
us  undo  some  of  the  trunks  before  the  candle 
goes  out." 

With  most  reluctant  feet,  but  without  another 
word  of  remonstrance,  Lucy  followed  her  young 
mistress.  Olivia,  with  resolute  steps  and  a 
mouth  set  with  an  expression  which  said  to  the 
phantoms  of  the  old  house,  "  Come  on  if  you 
dare  !  "  re-entered  the  hall,  and,  kneeling  down 
before  a  trunk  which  had  been  placed  there,' 
attacked  the  cord  round  it  with  inexpert  but 
strong  fingers.  They  had  got  it  open,  and  were 
congratulating  themselves  that  in  this,  the  fir.>t 
trunk  unpacked,  were  candles,  tea,  and  a  little 
spirit  lamp,  when,  suddenly,  there  fell  upon  their 
ears  a  noise  which  even  to  the  brave-spirited 
Olivia  was,  in  a  lonely,  empty  house,  undeniabh' 
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alarming.  It  carae  from  the  long  living-room 
where  most  of  their  luggage  lay,  and  was  as  of 
some  heavy  body  falling  with  a  crash  on  to  the 
floor. 

Olivia  sprang  to  her  feet. 

"  I  opened  one  of  the  windows,"  she  said, 
"  and  forgot  to  shut  it.  Some  one  has  got  in  ! 
No,  don't  scream  !  " 

She  clapped  her  hand  on  Lucy's  mouth  and 
reduced  the  threatened  shriek  to  a  moan ;  then, 
the  noise  having  by  this  time  ceased,  she  turned, 
heedless  of  the  maid's  whispered  supplications, 
to  the  door  of  the  long  room.  The  lock  was 
stiff  with  rust,  and  the  handle  difficult  to  turn  ; 
so  that,  perhaps  not  much  against  her  will,  she 
left  the  intruder,  if  intruder  it  was,  time  to 
escape.  But  there  was  no  fresh  sound,  and  the 
young  girl's  brave  heart  fluttered  a  little  with 
the  fear  that  perhaps,  on  opening  the  door,  she 
would  come  face  to  face  with  a  defiant  marauder. 
At  last  the  door  opened.  It  was  dark  by  this 
time;  through  the  opened  shutters  of  the  four 
windows  came  only  just  enough  light  to  show 
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that  the  trunks,  piled  up  on  the  bare  floor,  had 
at  least  not  been  removed.  The  air  blew  in, 
very  keen  and  cold,  through  the  one  open  win- 
dow, which  was  at  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
nearest  to  the  fireplace." 

"  Is  anybody  there  ?  "  asked  Olivia,  scarcely 
without  a  tremor. 

Her  voice  echoed  without  reply  in  the  deso- 
late apartment. 

She  held  up  the  candle  and  advanced  slowly, 
examining  every  gloomy  corner.  No  one  was 
there ;  no  trace  of  any  one  having  been  there 
until,  as  she  reached  the  other  end,  her  glance 
fell  on  some  dark  object  lying  close  under  the 
open  window.  At  this  sight  Lucy  could  not 
suppress  the  long-stifled  scream,  and  it  was  not ' 
until  her  mistress,  pouncing  down  upon  the  mys- 
terious thing,  revealed  the  fact  that  it  w^as  only 
a  couple  of  logs  and  a  bundle  of  sticks,  neatly 
tied  together  with  a  piece  of  string,  that  she 
found  enough  relief  from  terror  to  burst  into 
tears. 

*'  Who's  the  benevolent  buro^lar,  I  wonder?  " 
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cried  Olivia,  her  spirits  rising  instantly  at  the 
discovery  of  the  little  anonymous  act  of  kind- 
ness. 

She  ran  to  the  window  and  looked  out.  There 
was  no  one  to  be  seen  ;  but  on  the  window-ledge 
lay  a  box  of  cigar-lights. 

''  The  mysterious  stranger  again  !  "  she  said 
to  herself.  Then  turning  to  the  maid,  said, 
"Now,  Lucy,  make  a  fire  as  fast  as  you  can. 
There  are  some  newspapers  with  the  rugs.  Here 
are  sticks  and  logs  and  matches.  We  shall  feel 
different  creatures  when  we  are  once  warm." 

She  shut  down  the  window  and  boiled  some 
water  with  her  little  spirit  lamp  ;  while  Lucy, 
with  cunning  hands,  made  in  the  huge  rusty 
grate  a  fire  which  was  soon  roaring  up  the  chim- 
ney, and  pouring  its  bright  warm  light  on  floor 
and  wall  and  ceiling.  The  spirits  both  of  mis- 
tress and  maid  began  to  rise  a  little  as  they  drew 
up  one  of  the  smaller  trunks  to  the  fire,  and 
made  a  frugal  meal  of  biscuits  and  milkless  tea. 

"  It  is  a  horrid  place,  though,  Miss  Olivia," 
said  Lucy,  who  had  been  chilled  to  the  heart  by 
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Sarah  Wall's  utterances,  and  did  not  feel  wholly 
sure  that  she  herself  had  not  been  bewitched 
by  that  uncanny  person. 

"  Oh,  I  suppose  it  might  have  been  worse. 
They  might  have  thrown  bricks  at  us,"  said  her 
mistress ;  "  and  remember  that  two  people  have 
already  been  very  kind  to  us." 

"  Perhaps  the  young  farmer-man  only  took 
to  us  just  out  of  aggravation  because  his  father 
didn't,"  suggested  Lucy,  who  was  a  well- 
brought-up  girl,  and  affected  to  take  cynical 
views  of  young  men.  "  And  as  for  the  gentle- 
man, why,  the  old  woman  as  good  as  said  decent 
folk  had  better  have  nothing  to  do  with 
him." 

"  But  you  surely  wouldn't  take  that  miser- 
able old  woman's  word  for  it?  " 

"  No,  but  I'd  take  his  own  face,  miss.  I 
watched  him  when  the  old  farmer  was  going  on 
so  ;  and,  my  gracious  !  I  never  see  such  a  black 
look  on  any  one's  face  before.  He  seemed  to 
grow  all  dai^k  and  purple-looking,  and  his  eyes 
were  quite  red-like.     It  was  just  like  as  if  he'd 
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have  knocked  the  other  man  down,  miss,  that  it 
was." 

"  Well,  I  don't  think  I  should  have  thought 
any  the  worse  of  him  if  he  had." 

"  Oh,  miss,  it's  an  evil  face.  And  I'm  never 
deceived  ahout  faces.  I  said,  first  time  I  saw 
her,  that  nursery-maid  Mrs.  Denison  sent  away 
without  a  character  was  no  good.  And  then 
that  under-gardener " 

"  You  mustn't  let  your  prejudices  run  away 
with  you.  Judge  people  by  their  actions,  not 
their  looks.  Now,  I  saw  something  quite  differ- 
ent in  that  gentleman's  face,  and  we  can't  both 
be  riirht.  It  seemed  to  me  that  he  looked  like  a 
man  who  had  had  a  very  hard  life  and  a  great 
deal  of  trouble  ;  as  if  he  had  done  nothing  but 
struggle,  struggle  with — I  don't  know  exactly 
with  what ;  poverty,  perhaps,  or  perhaps  with  a 
violent  temper,  or " 

She  stopped  and  stared  into  the  fire,  having 
ceased  to  remember  that  she  was  carrying  on  a 
conversation.  Her  wandering  thoughts,  how- 
ever, soon  took  a  practical  turn  again.     "  The 
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cabman  !  "  slie  cried,  starting  up  tragically  :  "I 
never  paid  him." 

She  was  instinctively  turning  towards  tlie 
door,  haunted  by  an  alarming  sum  in  addition 
of  innumerable  hours  at  sixpence  everj^  quarter 
of  an  hour,  when  Lucy's  voice,  in  tones  of  great 
shrewdness,  stopped  her. 

''  Oh,  Miss  Olivia,"  she  said,  shaking  her 
head  knowingly ;  "  he's  gone  away  long  ago. 
I£  this  was  a  place  where  cabmen  would  wait 
for  their  fares  for  two  hours  without  so  much  as 
knocking  at  the  door  we  might  think  ourselves 
in  heaven,  which  the  other  people  shows  us 
we're  not." 

*'  Well,  but  who  paid  his  fare,  then  ?  " 

Lucy  began  to  look  not  only  mysterious,  but 
rather  alarmed. 

"  Oh,  Miss  Olivia,  perhaps  it's  a  plot  to  get 
us  into  his  power." 

They  had  both  come  to  the  same  conclusion 
as  to  the  person  who  paid  the  fare,  but  at  this 
point  their  reflections  branched  off  into  widely 
different  channels. 
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"  You're  a  little  goose,  Lucj^  and  you've  been 
filling  your  liead  with  penny  novels,  I  can  see," 
said  slie. 

Bat  the  obligation  to  a  stranger,  which  she 
could  scarcely  doubt  she  was  under,  troubled 
her. 

"It  is  very,  very  awkward  to  be  throw^n  out 
like  this  in  a  strange  place  with  nobody  to  go  to 
for  help  or  advice,"  she  began  ;  when  suddenly 
a  light  came  into  her  face,  and  she  sprang  up 
and  ran  to  fetch  her  travellinpf-bas:.  "  I'd  for- 
gotten  all  about  it !  "  she  cried,  as  she  drew  out 
a  closed  letter  directed  in  an  old-fashioned, 
pointed,  feminine  hand  to  "  Mrs.  lirander,  the 
Vicarage,  Eishton."  "  Tbe  wife  of  one  of  the 
curates  at  Streatham  knows  the  wife  of  the  vicar 
here,  and  gave  me  a  letter  of  introduction  to  her. 
I  will  go  and  call  upon  her  at  once.  If  she  is 
the  least  nice  she  will  help  us,  and  tell  us  how  to 
treat  with  these  savages." 

Olivia  was  fastening  her  mantle,  which  she 
had  not  taken  off,  and  putting  on  her  gloves. 
Lucy's  round  face  had  grown  very  long. 
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"And  must  I  stay  here,  miss,  all  by  myself?" 
she  asked,  dolefully. 

Olivia  looked  at  her  dubiousl3^ 

"  I  would  rather  you  stayed  here,  certainly, 
because,  you  see,  the  furniture  might  come  while 
we  were  away,"  she  said  at  last.  "  On  the  other 
hand,  if  you  are  going  to  frighten  yourself  into 
a  fit  at  the  scraping  of  every  mouse " 

Lucy  drew  herself  up.  She  was  not  really  a 
coward,  and  this  speech  put  her  upon  her  mettle. 

*'  I'll  stay.  Miss  Olivia,"  she  said,  resolutely ; 
addiug,  in  a  milder  voice,  "  You  won't  be  very 
long,  will  you  ?  " 

*'  Indeed  I  won't,"  answered  her  mistress, 
promptly.  "  I  don't  suppose  it  takes  more  than 
five  minutes  to  go  from  one  end  of  the  village 
to  the  other.  We  saw  the  church  from  the  cab 
windows ;  it's  on  the  top  of  the  hill.  I  shall 
make  for  that ;  the  Vicarage  is  sure  not  to  be 
far  off." 

Without  more  delay  Olivia  left  the  house, 
taking  the  w^ay  to  the  right  by  which  they  had 
approached  it,  in  the  hope  of  meeting  some  one 
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belono^ino:  to  the  inn  who  would  direct  her. 
She  was  fortunate  enough  to  come  upon  a  dimi- 
nutive villager,  who,  after  lengthy  interrogation 
and  apparent  ignorance  as  to  where  "  the  Vicar- 
age "  was,  acknowledged  to  knowing  "  where  the 
parson  lived." 

**  Will  you  take  me  to  the  house  if  I  give 
you  twopence  ?  " 

*'Hey,"  replied  the  small  boy,  promptly. 

He  did  not  start,  however,  until  he  had 
taken  an  exhaustive  survey  of  her,  either  for 
identification  in  case  she  should  try  to  elude 
him  at  the  other  end  of  the  journey,  or  to  satisfy 
himself  whether  she  was  a  person  likely  to  pos- 
sess twopence. 

"  Theer's  two  ways,"  he  said,  at  last. 
"  Short  way  over  t'  brook,  an'  oop  t'  steps  and 
through  t'  churchyard ;  long  way  by  t'  road  an' 
oop  t'  hill." 

"Go  the  short  way,  then." 

"  Mr.  Midgley,  t'  carpenter,  fell  an'  broak 
his  leg  goin'  oop  theer  this  afternoon.  An'  t' 
churchyard  geate's  cloased  by  now." 
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"  Well,  then,  we'll  go  the  other  way,  of 
course." 

The  boy  trudged  along  up  the  road,  which 
was  a  continuation  of  that  by  which  they  had 
come  to  the  farm,  and  made  no  attempt  at  con- 
versation except  in  answer  to  Olivia's  questions. 
Slie  made  out,  after  much  persevering  pumping, 
that  the  vicar,  Mr.  Brander,  was  much  liked, 
and  that  his  wife  was  only  a  little  less  popular. 
After  this  there  was  a  pause,  which  was  broken 
by  the  boy,  as  they  passed  between  a  plain 
stone  building  standing  back  from  the  road 
on  the  right,  and  a  group  of  hay  and  straw 
stacks,  sheds,  and  farm  buildings  on  the 
left. 

"  That's  Maister  Oldshaw's  fai-m,"  said  the 
boy. 

"  Ugh  !  "  ejaculated  Olivia  below  her  breath, 
hurrying  on  with  angrily  averted  eyes. 

The  whole  place,  seen  by  the  weak  light  of 
the  rising  moon,  seemed  to  her  to  display  the 
repulsive  hideousness  of  it;^  master. 

After  this    the  road   wound  to   the  left  up 
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the  hill,  and  they  passed  a  few  scattered  cottages, 
one  of  which  was  the  primitive  village  post- 
office. 

"  That  be  t'  parson's  house,"  said  the  boy,  as 
they  came  in  sight  of  an  irregularly  built  stone 
house,  standing  high,  on  the  left-hand  side  of 
the  road,  in  a  well-wooded  garden. 

They  had  to  go  round  this  garden,  and  turn 
sharply  to  the  left  into  a  private  road  at  the  top 
of  the  hill.  This  brought  them  face  to  face  with 
the  gates  of  the  little  churchyard,  while  on  the 
left  was  the  front  door  of  the  Vicarage,  a  pretty 
building  in  the  Tudor  style,  which,  seen  even  in 
the  faint  moonlight,  had  a  pleasant,  welcoming 
air  of  comfort,  peace,  and  plenty.  Olivia  gave 
the  boy  his  twopence,  and  rang  the  bell  with  a 
hopeful  heart.  Everything  seemed  to  promise 
well  for  the  success  of  her  errand.  A  neat  maid 
soon  came  to  the  door,  but  to  Olivia's  inquiry 
w^hether  Mrs.  Brander  were  at  home  came  the 
dispiriting  answer  that  she  was  away.  Miss 
Denison  reflected  a  moment. 

"  Is  Mr.  Brander  at  home  ?  "  she  then  asked. 
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"Yes,  ma'am,  Mr.  Yernon  Brander  is  in. 
Will  yon  see  him  ?  '' 

"  Yes,  if  I  can." 

She  followed  the  servant  across  the  wide, 
well-warmed  hall,  to  a  door  at  which  the  maid 
knocked. 

"  Come  in,"  said  a  voice  which  seemed  fa- 
miliar to  Olivia. 

"  A  lady  wishes  to  see  you,  sir,"  said  the 
servant. 

"  Show  her  in  at  once,"  said  the  man's 
voice. 

Olivia  drew  back  instead  of  advancing,  as 
the  servant  made  way  for  her  to  enter. 

*'  It  is  Mr.  Brander,  the  clergyman,  I  wish 
to  see,"  said  Olivia,  hurriedly,  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Oh,  yes,  ma'am,  it's  all  right.  Mr.  Bran- 
der is  a  clergyman,"  answered  the  maid  reassur- 
ingly- 

Before  another  word  conld  pass,  Mr.  Brander 
himself,  hearing  a  discussion,  came  to  the  door. 
Olivia  looked  at  him  in  some  confusion.  It  was 
her  unknown  friend  of  the  afternoon  ! 


CHAPTER  lY. 

THE    MYSTERIOUS    FRIEND    REVEALS    HIMSELF. 

Olivia's  momentary  embarrassment  was  at  once 
removed  by  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Brander's 
greeting. 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Brander  is  a  clergyman.  I  hope 
you  have  no  prejudice  against  the  cloth/'  he 
said,  holding  out  his  hand  with  a  welcoming 
smile.  "  It's  not  a  proper  clerical  garment,  I 
confess,"  he  went  on,  as  Olivia's  glance  fell 
instinctively  upon  the  old  shooting  coat  he  now 
wore  ;  "  but  I  flatter  myself  the  collar  saves  it." 

And  he  pointed  to  his  orthodox  round 
collar. 

"  I  am  not  sure  of  that,"  said  the  young  girl, 
smiling  in  answer.  "  For  instance,  if  I  had 
known  this  afternoon  that  you  were  a 
clergyman,  I  should  have  felt  much  more  at 
ease  about  accepting  your  very  kind  services." 

"Should  you?  Well,  then,  you  are  at  ease 
f2 
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about  it  now.     Come  in,  and  tell  me  if  there  is 
anything  more  I  can  do  for  you." 

Olivia  followed  him  into  the  most  charm- 
ingly luxurious  study  she  had  ever  seen. 
Everything  in  it  was  comfortable  and  handsome, 
in  the  best  modern  taste.  The  doors,  mantel- 
piece, and  panelling  were  of  carved  light  oak, 
the  furniture  of  the  same,  upholstered  in  dark- 
green  morocco.  There  were  portieres  and 
curtains  of  dark  tapestry,  harmonising  with  the 
carpet.  The  books,  which  filled  four  large  and 
handsome  bookcases,  looked  to  the  connoisseur 
too  dainty  to  be  touched  by  common  fingers. 
Evidences  of  a  woman's  presiding  eye  and  hand 
were  there  too,  Olivia  fancied,  in  a  certain 
graceful  draping  of  the  curtains,  which  seemed  to 
her  to  betray  neither  the  upholsterer  nor  the 
housemaid ;  in  a  tall  bouquet  of  dried  bulrushes 
and  corn  which  stood  in  one  corner ;  and  in  a 
small  conservatory,  full  of  dark  palms  and  ferns, 
into  which  one  of  the  windows  opened.  Every- 
thing was  well  chosen,  everything  harmonised 
with  everything  else,  except  the  shabbily  dressed 
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figure  in  the  centre,  with  his  lean,  dark,  worn 
face,  and  hungry  black  eyes,  and  the  tattered 
volume  he  held  in  his  hand.  Mr.  Brander 
read  the  thought  that  flashed  through  his  guest's 
mind,  and  asked — 

"  Now,  what  is  your  first  impression  of  this 
room  r 

"It  is  very,  very  pretty,"  said  Olivia. 

"Well,  and  what  else?" 

"  Some  one  else  had  more  to  do  with  the 
arrangement  of  it  than  you." 

Olivia  had  never  before  felt  so  perfectly  at 
ease  with  a  stranger — so  well  able  to  speak  her 
passing  thoughts  out  frankly  and  freely. 

"  Eight :  quite  right.  And  now  let  me  hear 
what  sort  of  a  guess  you  can  make  as  to  the 
person  w^lio  had  the  arrangement  of  it." 

"  It  was  a  lady.  Perhaps  a  lady  who  has 
had  some  art-school  training ;  but  one  who  can 
think  for  herself  a  little  too.  Not  an  every-day 
sort  of  lady,  and  yet  not  eccentric.  One  whom 
you  would  like  to  know,  but  whom  you  might 
be  a  little  afraid  of.'' 
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By  the  interest  and  pleasure  with  which 
Mr.  Brander  followed  her  as  she  proceeded 
slowly  and  cautiously  with  her  conjectures, 
Olivia  felt  sure  that  she  was  describing  his  wife, 
and  also  that  she  was  getting  near  the  truth. 
But  then  a  look  of  pain  came  into  his  dark  face, 
which  set  her  wondering  whether  they  had  had  a 
severe  quarrel,  whether  there  was  some  serious 
estrangement  between  them,  or  whether  the 
trouble  from  which  he  was  evidently  suffering 
was  caused  merely  by  the  absence  of  the 
woman  of  his  heart.  This  singular  clergyman, 
with  his  unconventional  dress  and  manners,  his 
worn  face,  and  his  great  kindness,  was  so 
different  from  any  of  the  stiff  curates  and 
unctuous  vicars  she  had  ever  met,  that  he  and 
his  surroundings  awoke  in  her  the  liveliest 
interest  even  apart  from  the  mysterious  warning 
of  Sarah  Wall,  and  the  surly  insolence  shown 
towards  him  by  Farmer  Oldshaw.  After  a 
short  pause,  he  said — 

"Eight  in  every  particular.  Now  we  will 
see  if  you  can  find  the  lady." 
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On  the  mantelpiece  was  a  collection  of 
photographs,  most  of  them  of  more  or  less 
beautiful  women,  all  handsomely  framed.  Mr. 
Brander  invited  Olivia  to  come  up  and  inspect 
them.  With  another  slight  feeling  of  surprise, 
which  she  would  have  found  it  hard  to  account 
for,  she  stepped  on  to  the  soft  fur  hearthrug  and 
made  a  careful  review  of  the  whole  gallery. 
But  here  she  was  quite  at  a  loss. 

"I  must  lose  my  character  for  divination," 
she  said  at  last,  shaking  her  head  as  she  stepped 
back.  "  I  don't  see  any  face  that  I  could  point 
out  with  any  certainty." 

"  Try." 

She  chose  one.  Mr.  Brander  shook  his 
head. 

"  Wrong,"  he  said.  "  You  have  disap- 
pointed me.  What  made  you  choose  that  one  ? 
Give  me  the  nearest  approach  you  can  to  a 
reason." 

"  It  looks  a  good,  kind,  sensible  face." 

"  It  belongs  to  a  good,  kind,  sensible  woman 
— a  Miss  Williams — a  striking  contrast  to  the 
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rest  of  her  family,"  lie  added  as  a  comment  to 
himself.  "But  she  is  not  the  lady  who  chose 
the  fittings  of  this  room.  What  do  you  say  to 
this  one  ?  " 

It  was  Olivia's  turn  to  be  disappointed,  and 
her  face  showed  her  surprise.  The  photograph 
was  that  of  a  woman  who  was  very  handsome, 
and  there  one's  reflections  concerning  her 
ended.     Mr.  Brander  laughed. 

"  Say  what  you  think  of  it  quite  frankly.  I 
shan't  be  offended,"  he  said. 

"It  is  a  beautiful  face,"  she  answered. 

"Well,  what  else?" 

"  Nothing  else,"  said  Olivia  in  desperation. 
"Mrs.  Brander  may  have  every  great  quality 
that  ever  adorned  a  woman;  but  her  face,  like 
nearly  all  very  beautiful  ones,  I  think,  is  just 
beautiful  and  nothing  else." 

"  Don't  you  see  any  feeling,  imagination, 
passion  ?  " 

"No— 0,  indeed  I  can't." 

"  Well,  that's  all  right,  because  she  hasn't 
any." 
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Olivia  listened  ratlier  awkwardly,  for  Mr. 
Brander  had  unconsciously  let  a  little  feeling,  a 
little  bitterness,  sound  in  the  tones  of  his  own 
voice. 

"  Do  you  see  great  common  sense,  shrewd- 
ness, and  a  splendid  faculty  for  perceiving  where 
the  greatest  advantage  lies  to  her  and  hers  ?  " 

His  tone  was  still  a  little  hitter,  but  it  was 
good-humoured  and  playful  also. 

''  Oh,  no  !  "  said  Olivia. 

*'  Well,  then,  you  should  see  those  qualities, 
for  they  are  all  there." 

"  And  may  I  know  who  this  is  ?  "  asked 
Miss  Denison,  to  turn  the  conversation  from  a 
point  w^here  she  had  no  more  to  say. 

She  was  looking  at  the  companion  frame  to 
that  which  contained  the  lady's  portrait.  It 
held  the  picture  of  a  strikingly  handsome  man, 
not  far  off  middle  age,  plump,  good-humoured, 
and  prosperous-looking,  dressed  in  correct 
clerical  costume,  with  a  beautiful  child  seated  on 
his  knee. 

"  That  is  my  brother." 
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"  Your  brother  !  " 

All  the  rules  of  courtesy  could  not  avail  to 
hide  her  surprise  then.  A  greater  contrast 
could  not  be  imagined  than  that  between  this 
worn,  haggard,  ascetic-looking,  shabby  man, 
with  his  unconventional  dress  and  manner,  and 
the  neat,  smiling,  comfortable -looking  gentle- 
man, who  seemed  to  beam  from  his  morocco 
frame  on  a  world  where  tithe  wars  were  not. 
Then  a  light  flashed  upon  Olivia,  and  she  gave 
Mr.  Brander  a  smile  of  triumphant  shrewdness. 

"  Now  I  understand  it  all,"  she  said,  eagerly. 
*'  This  room  is  your  brother's,  and  this  lady  is 
not  your  wife,  but  his." 

Mr.  Brander  laughed  rather  sadly. 

"  You  think  they  all  *  match '  with  him 
better  than  they  would  with  me.'' 

Olivia  grew  very  red,  and  in  some  confusion 
tried  to  explain  away  this  too  obvious  conclusion. 
But  Mr.  Brander  stopped  her. 

"  You  are  quite,  quite  right,"  he  said, 
kindly.  "  You  would  be  blind  if  you  couldn't 
see.     My  sister-in-law  saw  it,  twelve  years  ago, 
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when  she  was  wise  enough  to  reject  me  and  to 
take  my  brother." 

"  There,  now  you  see  why  Mrs.  Meredith 
Brander  is  destitute  of  feeling,  imagination,  and 
passion,  and  resplendent  only  in  the  less  lov- 
able qualities,"  he  went  on,  mocking  at  himself 
good-humouredly.  "  If  she  had  only  chosen  me, 
I  should  have  a  very  different  tale  to  tell,  you 
may  be  sure." 

Olivia  was  silent.  The  strange  contrast 
between  the  two  brothers  filled  her  with  pity  for 
the  one  who  had  been  kind  to  her,  and  with  a 
sort  of  unreasonable  antagonism  towards  the  un- 
known one  to  whom  fortune  had  been  so  much 
more  generous. 

"It  seems  very  hard  on  you,"  she  said, 
glancing  at  him  rather  shyly. 

But  even  as  she  spoke  a  violent  change  came 
over  his  face  which  chilled  and  repelled  her,  and 
brought  back  to  her  mind  with  sudden  and 
startling  vividness  the  vague  warning  of  the  old 
woman.  A  flush  of  fierce  and  vindictive  anger, 
a  short,  sharp   struggle  with  himself,  and  then 
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Mr.  Brander  was  subdued  and  kind  and 
courteous  as  ever.  But  this  peep  at  the  nature 
underneath  had  made  an  impression  upon  Olivia 
which  she  could  not  readily  forget ;  it  destroyed 
the  ease  she  had  felt  with  him,  and  woke  a 
distrust  which  his  instant  return  to  his  old 
kindly  manner  failed  to  remove. 

"  It  is  very  good  of  you  to  think  so,"  he  said, 
with  a  courteous  smile.  "  At  one  time  I  admit 
it  seemed  hard  to  me  too.  But  I've  been  forced 
to  confess  long  ago  that  I  could  not  have 
occupied  the  position  he  fills  either  with  credit 
to  myself  or  satisfaction  to  anybody  else.  While, 
as  for  poor  Evelyn,  if  she  had  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  take  me,  with  my  bad  temper  and  my 
inevitable  hatred  of  order,  instead  of  being  still 
handsome,  amiable,  and  young,  she  would  be  a 
haggard  old  woman." 

Eemembering,  as  she  did,  the  bitterness 
which  he  had  previously  shown  in  speaking  of 
his  sister-in-law,  and  the  fierce  animosity  which 
had  blazed  out  of  his  black  eyes  a  moment  ago 
in  recalling  the  contrast  between  his  brother  and 
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himself,  Olivia  could  not  lielp  feeling  there  was 
a  little  hypocrisy  in  this  ultra-modest  speech, 
and  she  made  some  civil  answer  in  a  tone  which 
showed  constraint  in  comparison  with  her 
previous  warm-hearted  and  simple  frankness. 
Mr.  Brander  looked  scrutinisingly  at  her  face, 
and  reading  the  change  in  its  expression, 
hastened  to  open  another  and  less  dangerous 
subject. 

"  And  here  I  have  been  gossiping  about  my 
own  idle  affairs  all  this  time,  without  once  asking 
you  what  you  came  to  see  me  about,  and  what  I 
can  do  for  you." 

"  I  brought  a  letter  of  introduction  to  Mrs. 
Brander,"  said  Olivia,  producing  it.  *'  The  wife 
of  one  of  the  curates  at  Streatham,  where  I  live, 
or  at  least  where  I  have  been  living,"  she  added, 
correcting  herself,  '^  knew  Mrs.  Brander  some 
years  ago.  And  she  thought,  as  I  was  coming 
here  all  by  myself,  it  would  be  pleasanter  for  me 
to  know  some  one." 

"  My  sister-in-law  would  have  helped  you  in 
a  hundred  ways,"  said  Mr.  Brander,  regretfully. 
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"  She  is  a  very  energetic  woman,  and  loves  to 
have  some  active  work  to  do  for  anybody,  if 
there  is  a  little  occasion  to  show  fight  over  it. 
And  there  is  in  your  case ;  for  that  unmannerly 
old  ruffian,  John  Oldshaw,  who  made  himself  so 
offensive  just  now  at  the  inn,  wanted  to  have 
the  farm  your  father  has  taken,  and  will  annoy 
you  all  in  every  way  he  can  for  spite,  if  I'm  not 
mistaken." 

"  If  he  does,  I  shall  get  papa  to  complain  to 
Lord  Stannington,"  said  Miss  Denison,  with 
a  resolute  expression  about  her  mouth. 

"  Well,  we  must  hope  there  won't  be  any 
need  to  do  so.  Perhaps  your  father  is  a  better 
farmer  than  John  Oldshaw,  and  will  be  able  to 
make  him  sing  small." 

"  Oh,  I'm  afraid  not,"  said  she,  shaking  her 
head  dolefully ;  "  papa  has  never  been  a  farmer 
before.  He's  been  a  banker,  but  he  never  did 
much  banking,  I  think ;  and  the  other  partners 
bought  him  out  of  the  bank  a  little  while  ago, 
and  he  did  nothing  at  all  for  a  little  while.  But 
we  are  not  rich  enough  to  live  like  that,  so  he 
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thought  he  should  like  to  try  farming,  especially 
as  my  step -mother  had  been  ordered  to  live  in 
the  country/* 

Mr.  Brander  looked  grave.  He  could  not 
help  thinking  that  things  looked  very  black  for 
his  pretty  visitor.  A  weak  and  idle  father,  an 
invalid  step-mother,  such  were  the  fancy  portraits 
he  instantly  drew  of  the  pair,  setting  up  as 
amateurs  in  a  business  which  even  experience, 
industry,  and  capacity  can  scarcely  nowadays 
make  remunerative  !  What  would  become  of  the 
bright  girl  in  these  circumstances  ? 

"  How  came  they  to  send  you  down  here  all 
by  yourself?  "  he  asked,  after  a  pause. 

"  My  step- mother — ^you  know  I  told  you  I 
had  a  step -mother,"  she  interpolated,  with  mis- 
chievous meaning — "  has  delicate  health ;  that 
is  to  say,  her  health  is  too  deHcate  for  her  ever 
to  do  anything  she  doesn't  wish  to  do,  and  she 
did  not  wish  to  come  down  to  an  empty  house, 
to  have  all  the  worry  and  trouble  of  filling  it.  So 
I  offered  to  do  it.  Home  has  been  rather  tiresome 
lately,  and  I  thought  it  would  be  fun,  and  besides 
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that  I  really  wanted  to  be  useful,  and  to  make 
things  as  comfortable  as  I  could  for  poor  papa. 
But  I  did  think  she  would  see  that  the  furniture 
was  sent  in  time." 

"  Yes,  that's  an  awkward  business,  certainly. 
We  must  consider  what  is  best  to  be  done.  And 
while  I'm  thinking  it  over,  you'll  have  a  glass  of 
wine  and  a  biscuit,  won't  you  ?  "  said  he,  as  he 
touched  the  bell. 

Olivia  did  not  refuse.  She  thought  her  best 
chance  of  a  happy  issue  out  of  her  difficulties  lay 
in  trusting  to  the  clergyman,  whose  persistent 
kindness  was  fast  effacing  the  unpleasant  im- 
pression of  a  few  minutes  before.  She  even  asked 
him  ingeniously  whether  he  thought  she  ought  to 
stay  any  longer  away  from  the  bare  house  where 
she  had  left  poor  little  Lucy  alone  with  the  mice. 
Mr.  Brander  quieted  her  conscience  as,  in 
obedience  to  his  order,  the  maid- servant  brought 
in  wine  and  cake,  with  which  he  proceeded  to 
serve  the  hungry  girl. 

"  I  shall  let  you  go  in  two  minutes  now/'  he 
said.     "  And  we  won't  let  Lucy  starve  either." 
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The  servant  was  still  waiting. 

"What  is  it,  Hester?" 

''  Young  Mr.  Williams  has  called,  sir.  He 
wishes  to  speak  to  you  for  a  minute.  I  helieve 
he  has  a  message.'* 

Mr.  Brander's  face  clouded. 

"  Where  is  he  ?  I'll  go  out  and  speak  to  him," 
he  said,  shortly. 

But  the  words  were  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth 
when  a  voice,  speaking  in  coarse  and  familiar 
tones,  was  heard  outside  the  door,  heralding  the 
approach  of  the  new-comer. 

"  It's  all  right ;  it's  only  me.  Suppose  I  can 
come  in,  eh  ?  " 

And,  without  waiting  for  permission,  a  young 
man  elhowed  his  way  past  the  servant,  and 
entered  the  room. 

The  word  which  applied  best  to  Mr, 
Frederick  Williams,  including  his  face,  voice, 
dress,  and  manner,  was  "  cub."  He  was  short 
and  sandy;  he  had  an  expression  of  mingled 
dulness  and  cunning,  in  which  dulness  pre- 
dominated ;    his    dress,    his   vocabulary,    and   a 
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certain  roll  in  his  walk,  smacked  of  the  stable ; 
and  the  only  conspicuous  quality  he  showed  to 
balance  these  disadvantages  was  a  certain  coarse 
good  humour  which  never  failed  him.  He  was 
even  destitute  of  that  very  common  grace  in 
young  men  of  his  type — an  un surmountable 
shyness  in  the  presence  of  women  of  refinement. 
On  catching  sight  of  Olivia,  seated  by  the  fire, 
eating  cake  with  unmistakable  enjoyment,  his 
eyes  opened  wide  with  astonishment  and  boorish 
admiration,  which  gave  place  the  next  moment 
to  an  expression  of  intense  shyness,  as,  with  a 
loud  cough,  he  affected  to  retreat  to  the 
door. 

"  Oh,  I  beg  pardon,  Mr.  Brander ;  I  didn't 
mean  to  interrupt  such  a  pleasant  tete-a-tete,  I'm 
sure." 

But  he  had  no  intention  of  going,  and 
Mr.  Brander  asked  him  rather  curtly  what  he 
came  for. 

*^  Oh,  my  business  is  of  no  consequence ;  it 
will  do  any  time,"  answered  Mr.  Williams,  still 
with  his  light  eyes  fixed  upon  Olivia. 
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"  Very  likely.  But  what  is  it  ?  "  asked  Mr. 
Brander,  still  more  shortly. 

"  Oh,  my  father  wants  to  see  you  about 
something.  It's  about  the  church,  I  believe  ; 
your  church,  St.  Cuthbert's.  He  wants  to  do 
something  for  it,  I  fancy;  says  the  condition 
it's  in  is  a  disgrace  to  the  neighbourhood." 

Again  Olivia  saw  on  Mr.  Brander's  face 
a  glimpse  of  fierce  anger,  with  which,  how- 
ever, she  this  time  heartily  sympathised.  Feel- 
ing very  uncomfortable,  she  rose  and  held  out 
her  hand  to  the  clergyman.  His  face  cleared  as 
he  took  it. 

"  Now,  don't  worry  yourself  too  much  about 
the  wretched  furniture,"  he  said,  with  his  old 
kindliness.  "  As  you  go  down  the  hill,  mind 
you  stop  where  the  roads  cross.  There's  a 
wishing-cap  hangs  on  the  hedge  just  there.  If 
you  see  it,  put  it  on ;  if  you  don't,  make  the 
motion  of  putting  it  on,  and  at  the  same  time 
say  these  words  just  under  your  breath,  '  I  wish 
that  within  an  hour  I  may  be  installed  very 
comfortably ! ' " 
g2 
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*'  Thank  you/'  said  Olivia,  laughing  and 
returning  the  pressure  of  his  hand  warmly ; 
"  if  the  wishing- cap  could  bring  that  to  pass,  I 
should  begin  to  look  with  respect  on  a  broom- 
stick." 

Mr.  Williams'  face  had  assumed  during  these 
two  last  speeches  an  expression  of  mingled  be- 
wilderment and  contempt.  As  the  lady  moved 
towards  the  door,  he  followed  without  having 
once  taken  his  eyes  off  her. 

"  Will  you  be  able  to  find  your  w^ay  ? " 
asked  Mr.  Brander,  as  lie  opened  the  study 
door. 

"Ill  go  with,  you;  I'll  escort  you.  Which 
way  are  you  going  ? "  asked  Mr.  WiUiams, 
eagerly.  "  To  the  Hall,  eh  ?  I  go  past  it'; 
don't  I,  Brander?" 

"  I  believe  so,"  said  the  clergyman,  shortly. 

"  So,  you  see,  you're  not  putting  me  to 
any  inconvenience  at  all,"  went  on  the  young 
man. 

"Oh,  I  didn't  think  of  that,"  said  Miss 
Denison,   with   a    little    laugh    and    a    pretty 
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turn  of  the  head.  "  In  my  part  of  the 
world  it  is  never  an  inconvenience  to  see  a 
lady  home." 

In  the  meantime  they  had  all  crossed  the 
hall  and  arrived  at  the  front  door,  where  Mr. 
Brander,  with  a  reluctant  frown  at  his  male 
visitor,  again  shook  hands  warmly  with  Olivia, 
and  told  her  not  to  lose  heart.  He  watched  the 
ill-assorted  pair  as  they  went  down  the  lane  until 
they  turned  into  the  high  road.  Until  they 
reached  this  point  they  proceeded  in  silence,  but 
as  soon  as  they  began  to  descend  the  hill,  the 
young  man  found  voice  after  his  snub. 

"  You're  deuced  sharp  on  a  fellow,"  he  said 
then,  in  a  conciliatory  tone.  "  It  wasn't  my 
fault  that  I  turned  up  when  the  parson  was 
making  sheeps'  eyes  at  you." 

"  If  I  am  to  put  up  with  your  society  until  I 
reach  the  Hall  gates,  I  really  must  ask  you  to 
abstain  from  making  offensive  remarks,"  said 
Olivia,  icily. 

"  Offensive  !  Oh,  all  right.  But  I  warn 
you   that   parson    chap    is    a    deal   more   likely 
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to  be  offensive  than  I  am.  By  Jove  ! "  lie 
continued,  after  a  freezing  pause ;  "if  you 
weren't  such  a  pretty  girl  I'm  hanged  if  I'd 
go  a  step  further  with  you,  after  your  rude- 
ness." 

"  In  your  own  choice  language, '  I'm  hanged ' 
if  you  shall,"  answered  Miss  Denison,  with 
spirit. 

Before  the  astonished  young  man  could 
recover  his  speech  the  girl  had  flown  down 
the  hill  like  an  arrow  with  the  wind.  He 
had  admired  her  before  ;  for  this  display  of  spirit 
he  felt  that  he  adored  her.  At  this  point  the 
road  made  a  circuitous  bend,  which  could  be  cut 
ofl"  by  one  familiar  with  the  place  by  crossing  the 
fields.  Ered  Williams  was  through  a  gap  in  the 
hedge  in  a  moment,  and  on  regaining  the  road 
be  was  a  few  yards  ahead  of  the  still  flying 
lady.  Darting  out  upon  her  as  she  passed, 
he  seized  her  by  the  arm  ;  and  as  the  attack  was 
unexpected,  she  staggered  for  a  second. 

"  You're  a  splendid  runner,  but  you  can't 
beat  me,"  said  the  young  gentleman,  with  what 
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was  meant  to  be  an  alluring  mixture  of  admira- 
tion and  manly  condescension. 

But  it  had  quite  a  wrong  effect  upon  the 
lady.  Pausing  one  moment  to  recover  her  breath 
and  her  balance,  she  extricated  herself  from  his 
insolent  clutch  with  a  sudden  athletic  movement 
which  flung  him  reeling  into  the  hedge,  where 
he  lodged  amid  a  great  crackling  of  branches. 

"  I  shall  not  require  your  escort  further,  thank 
you,"  said  Miss  Denison  then  imperturbably  to 
the  spluttering  swain. 

And  she  walked  on  again  with  a  perfect  and 
defiant  security.  She  had  not  misjudged  her 
effect,  for  Mr.  Williams  did  not  attempt  to 
molest  her  again.  Just  as  she  reached  the  farm 
gates,  however,  he  hurried  after  her,  and  without 
coming  to  close  quarters,  said,  maliciously — 

"  Very  well,  madam.  Don't  be  afraid  that  I 
shall  interfere  with  you  again.  But  before  you 
take  up  with  Parson  Brander,  I'd  just  ask  him,  if 
I  were  you,  what  has  become  of  Nellie  Mitchell." 

But  Miss  Denison  walked  through  the  gates 
w^ithout  a  word. 


CHAPTER    V. 

A     STARTLING     CHARGE. 

To  be  able  to  inflict  a  severe  physical  defeat 
upon  an  obtrusive  admirer  may  be  a  highly  con- 
venient accomplishment,  but  the  necessity  for  its 
exercise  cannot  but  be  a  humiliating  experience. 
Olivia  Denison  felt  the  hot  tears  rise  to  her  eyes 
as  she  walked  up  through  the  farmyard  to  the 
Hall.  If  only  one  of  her  own  stalwart  brothers, 
Edward  or  Ernest,  were  here  to  give  this  inso- 
lent cad  the  thrashing  he  deserved !  But 
Edward  was  in  India  with  his  regiment,  and 
Ernest  was  tied  to  a  desk  in  a  solicitor's  ofiice  in 
London.  She  must  depend*  upon  her  own  arm 
and  her  own  head  for  protection  now;  fortu- 
nately, neither  was  of  the  weakest,  as  she  herself 
felt  with  some  satisfaction.  In  fact,  she  scarcely 
knew  yet  what  measure  of  strength,  both  mental 
and  physical,  was  hers ;  for  she  had  led  hitherto 
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an  easy,  sheltered  life,  idle  in  tlie  sense  that  all 
her  energy  had  been  spent  in  amusing  herself, 
happy  but  for  certain  uncongenial  elements  at 
home. 

Now  there  was  to  be  a  difference.  Without 
being  expected  to  know  how  it  came  to  pass, 
Olivia  knew  that  papa  had  grown  poorer,  that 
he  had  become  frightfully  irritable  about  bills  of 
late,  and  that  various  violent  and  spasmodic 
efforts  at  retrenchment,  and  papa's  reiterated 
declarations  that  he  must  "  do  something,"  had 
culminated  in  the  sale  of  the  beautiful  house  at 
Streatham,  and  in  the  taking  of  Rishton  Hall 
Farm.  There  was  something  not  quite  painful 
in  the  feeling  that  she  would  have  to  "  do  some- 
thing "  too,  and  in  the  knowledge  that  she 
might  now  be  able  to  turn  her  quickness  of  eye 
and  hand  to  useful  a(?count  in  the  service  of  the 
father  whom  she  adored.  What  would  his  sen- 
sitive nature  do  among  these  Oldshaws,  and 
these  Williamses,  and  these  Walls,  with  the 
most  unpleasant  and  disturbing  rumours  afloat 
about  the  very  clergyman  in  charge  ?     This  was 
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the  reflection  which  troubled  Olivia's  mind  as 
she  approached  the  Hall  for  the  second  time,  and 
going  up  the  worn  steps,  let  herself  in  without 
any  need  to  knock  at  the  door. 

"  Lucy  !  "  she  called,  as  she  opened  the  door 
of  the  big  room  on  the  right. 

There  was  no  answer.  The  room  was  de- 
serted, and  the  fire  had  burnt  low.  Olivia 
shivered  as  she  went  in.  The  run  down 
the  hill  had  put  her  in  a  glow;  the  en- 
trance into  this  mouldy  old  chamber  chilled 
her.  She  put  more  wood  on  the  fire,  and  sat 
down  to  await  the  return  of  Lucy,  who,  she  did 
not  doubt,  had  found  the  loneliness  of  the  place 
too  much  for  her  nerves,  and  had  gone  out  to 
look  for  her  mistress.  In  a  few  minutes  Olivia' 
began  to  long  even  for  the  patter  of  a  mouse's, 
feet,  for  the  song  of  a  cricket,  for  any  sign  of 
life  in  the  desolate  old  house,  if  it  were  only  the 
sight  of  the  loathely  blackbeetle.  The  spirit  of 
the  unknown  Nellie  Mitchell  seemed  to  haunt 
her.  That  girl,  who  had  lived  in  the  house, 
gone  about  her  daily  work  in  this  room,  whose 
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mementoes  still  remained  undisturbed  and  un- 
decayed  in  these  deserted  old  walls,  who  was 
she  ?  What  had  become  of  her  ?  *'  Ask  Mr. 
Brander";  so  the  odious  Fred  Williams  had 
said,  with  intensely  malicious  significance. 
Should  she  dare  to  do  this,  and  perhaps  satisfy 
once  for  all  those  doubts  of  her  new  friend  which 
not  only  the  conflicting  opinions  of  the  villagers, 
but  certain  morose  and  repellant  changes  of  ex- 
pression on  his  own  face,  had  instilled  into  her  ? 
She  could  not  decide.  Between  her  doubts,  her 
loneliness,  and  her  sense  of  the  difficulties  of  her 
desolate  situation,  the  poor  girl  was  growing  so 
unhappy,  that  when  at  last  she  heard  the  sound 
of  footsteps  upon  the  ground  outside,  she  sprang 
up  with  a  cry,  and  ran  to  the  door,  ready  to  force 
whoever  it  might  be  to  share  her  vigil. 

On  the  doorstep  she  found  Sarah  Wall, 
whom  conscience,  or  a  glimmering  notion  that  it 
might  be  as  well  to  be  "  in  wi'  t'  new  fowk,"  had 
brought  back  to  make  inquiries. 

"  Hasna'  yer  goods  coom  ?  "  she  asked,  rather 
apologetically. 
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*'  No ;  they  won't  come  to-night  now," 
answered  Miss  Denison  with  a  sigh. 

"  There's  summat — a  cart  or  a  waggon  or 
snmmat — at  t'  gate  now." 

The  hope  was  too  much.  Olivia  gave  a  little 
cry.  But  when,  a  little  later,  there  absolutely 
did  drive  up  through  the  farmyard,  and  draw  up 
at  the  door,  a  small  open  cart  closely  packed 
with  bedroom  furniture,  she  could  scarcely  keep 
from  bursting  into  tears.  For  the  first  few 
minutes  she  was  too  overjoyed  to  perceive  any- 
thing very  singular  in  this  arrival.  In  the  front 
of  the  cart,  beside  the  driver,  sat  two  neat  and 
buxom  country  girls,  who  sprang  down  to  the 
ground  with  much  suppressed  excitement  and 
half-hysterical  laughter,  and  without  any  expla-- 
nation  of  their  presence,  proceeded,  with  the  help 
of  the  driver,  to  unpack  the  cart,  and  to  carry 
the  contents  indoors  and  upstairs.  Olivia  stood 
back  bewildered.  One  had  a  lantern  and  the 
other  a  broom ;  neither  would  advance  a  step 
towards  the  old  house,  or  up  the  wide  staircase, 
without  the  comfort  and  support  of  the  other's 
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near  presence.  But  up  they  did  go  at  last,  sti- 
fling little  screams  at  every  other  step,  and  return- 
ing the  jihes  of  the  driver  with  prompt  retorts. 
This  young  man  looked  like  a  stable-boy,  or 
perhaps  a  groom  in  undress.  As  he  came  down- 
stairs again,  after  having  taken  up  a  folding 
bedstead,  Olivia  asked  him  where  he  came  from. 

"  From  t'  Vicarage,  miss,"  he  answered,  with 
a  stableman's  salute.  "  Mr.  Yernon  sent  us 
down  and  told  us  to  put  t'  things  in  and  coom 
back  as  quick  as  we  could.  T'  lasses  was  to 
clean  oot  a  room  oopstairs  for  ye." 

Sarah  Wall  was  emitting  a  series  of  witch- 
like grunts  in  the  background. 

"  Mr.  Yernon  !  "  cried  Olivia  ;  "  Mr.  Yernon 
Brander  !  Oh,  how  very  kind  of  him !  How 
very  kind ! " 

"  He'll  be  down  hisself  just  now,  miss,  I 
think,"  continued  the  lad;  "he  said  he'd  coom 
wi'  t'  second  lot." 

Here  Mrs.  Wall  broke  in  with  a  preliminary 
croaking  cough — 

"Nea,   nea.     He  wunna   coom   a-nigh  this 
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house.  He  coomed  here  too  often  in  t'  owd 
time.     Nea,  nea  !     He  wunna  coom  inside  noo." 

"Howd  tha  tongue,  Sal,"  said  the  lad, 
quickly.  "  Thoo'd  get  thasen  in'  trouble  wi' 
t'  vicar  if  he  heerd  tha  prattling  so  o'  's 
brother." 

Whereupon  the  old  woman  fell  to  incoherent 
mumbling,  and  the  lad,  having  discharged  his 
load,  saluted  the  young  lady  again,  and  drove 
away.  With  a  pleasant  sense  upon  her  that 
help,  ready  and  efficient,  was  indeed  come  at 
last,  Olivia  went  indoors  again,  and,  directed  by 
the  sounds  of  active  sweeping,  and  at  least  as 
active  chattering,  found  her  way  to  the  best  bed- 
room in  this  part  of  the  house,  which  the  exer- 
tions of  the  two  maids  were  quickly  rendering 
habitable.  They  had  brought  with  them  even  a 
large  scuttleful  of  coals,  and  a  supply  of  candles. 
In  half  an  hour  the  room  was  swept,  a  fire 
lighted,  carpet  laid  down,  and  two  little  beds 
and  a  suite  of  bedroom  furniture  disposed  to  the 
best  advantage. 

"  Mr.  Yernon  said  we  was  only  to  fit  up  one 
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bedroom,  ma'am,  as  you'd  be  sure  to  want  your 
maid  to  sleep  in  the  same  room  with  you  in  this 
big  empty  house,  miss,"  said  the  elder  and  more 
responsible  of  the  servants. 

"  Yes,  that  is  quite  true,"  answered  Miss 
Denison,  promptly. 

"  And  as  soon  as  we  had  done  this  room  we 
was  to  sweep  out  the  big  one  downstairs." 

"  Oh,"  said  Miss  Denison,  "  you  need  not  do 
that.  One  room  is  plenty  for  us  to  go  on  with, 
and  I  don't  wish  you  to  have  the  trouble  of 
doing  any  more." 

''  Oh,  it's  no  trouble,  ma'am.  And  those 
were  Mr.  Yernon's  orders.  And  when  the 
master  and  missus  is  away,  we  have  orders  to 
do  just  as  Mr.  Yernon  says,  exactly  as  if  he  was 
master.  You  see,  master  thinks  such  a  deal  of 
Mr.  Yernon." 

Here  was  another  instance  of  the  strange 
enthusiasm  for  Mr.  Yernon  Brander  which  he 
seemed  to  excite  equally  with  the  most  violent 
antagonism. 

"  I  wouldn't  ha'  come  here  by  myself,  though; 
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not  if  Mr.  Yernon  had  ordered  me  ever  so  :  no, 
and  not  if  master  and  Mrs.  Brander  hadn't 
ordered  me  too,  that  I  wouldn't !  "  broke  in  the 
younger  maid,  with  decision. 

Miss  Denison  caught  sight  of  a  severe  frown 
and  a  bit  of  expressive  pantomime,  signifying 
that  she  was  to  hold  her  tongue,  from  her  older 
and  more  discreet  companion. 

"  How  is  that  ? "  asked  the  young  lady. 
"  Do  you  think  this  house  is  haunted  ?  '* 

"  Of  course  not,  ma'am,"  broke  in  the  elder. 
"  Susan,  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself, 
telling  such  silly  stuff.  Of  course,  ma'am,  when 
a  house  lies  empty  some  time  there's  all  sorts  of 
tales  gets  about,  and  I  daresay  if  you  hadn't 
come  and  taken  it,  in  another  year  there'd  ha' 
been  a  whole  lot  of  ghost  stories  and  such-like 
about  it." 

Miss  Denison  saw  that  there  was  nothing  to 
be  learnt  here,  so  she  asked  no  more  questions, 
but  waited  eagerly  for  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Brander. 
At  last,  from  the  position  she  had  taken  up  on 
the  steps  outside  the  front  door,  she  heard  the 
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clergyman's  voice  and  the  sonnd  of  wheels  and 
hoofs  at  the  same  time  ;  a  few  seconds  later  the 
cart,  again  piled  with  furniture,  stopped  at  the 
door,  and  Mr.  Brander,  springing  down  from  his 
place  beside  the  driver,  held  out  a  helping  hand 
to  the  third  person  in  the  cart,  who  proved  to 
be  no  other  than  Lucy.  Instead  of  jumping  out 
with  her  usual  activity,  however,  the  little  maid 
hung  back  in  the  most  nervous  manner,  and 
finally  had  almost  to  be  lifted  out  of  the  vehicle, 
uttering  words  of  protest  in  a  hoarse  whisper. 

"Lucy !  Why,  what's  the  matter  with 
you  ?  "  asked  her  young  mistress  kindly,  perceiv- 
ing by  the  light  of  the  lantern  the  clergyman 
carried  that  the  bright  red  colour  had  left  the 
girl's  round  cheeks,  and  that  her  eyes  were  dis- 
tended with  some  absorbing  horror. 

"  Nothing,  Miss  Olivia — nothing,"  stam- 
mered she,  faintly.  "  I — I  went  out  to  look  for 
you.  I  thought  you  might  have  lost  your  way 
— and — and 

"  As  Eben  and  I  were  driving  down  the  hill 
we  met  her,  and,  finding  that  she  was  looking 
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for  you,  Miss  Denison,  I  made  her  get  up  and 
come  on  with  the  luggage." 

He  did  not  look  at  Lucy,  neither  did  she 
look  at  him,  and  in  the  course  of  the  work  of 
unloading  and  furnishing  in  which  they  now 
both  proceeded  to  take  an  active  part,  Olivia 
could  not  help  noticing  the  ashy  paleness  that 
came  over  the  maid's  face,  and  the  way  in  which 
she  shrank  into  herself,  if  accident  brought  her  in 
close  contact  with  the  gentleman.  The  installa- 
tion now  went  on  merrily.  To  Olivia's  great 
relief  Mr.  Brander,  contrary  to  Sarah  Wall's  pre- 
diction, showed  not  the  least  reluctance  to  enter 
the  old  house,  but  went  backwards  and  forwards 
between  the  cart  and  the  big  room  until  there 
was  nothing  left  to  bring  in. 

"  We  haven't  brought  nearly  enough  furni- 
ture to  fill  this  big  room,  you  know,"  he  ex- 
plained, as  he  trundled  in  a  roll  of  carpet.  ''  The 
cart  would  only  hold  just  sufficient  to  make  you 
a  little  oasis  at  the  fireplace  end ;  but  it's  better 
than  the  bare  boards,  and  to-morrow  we'll  hope 
you'll  have  your  own  things  about  you." 
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"  Oh,  Mr.  Brander,  I  can't  thank  you,"  said 
Olivia,  overwhelmed.  "  You  have  built  a  palace 
for  us  in  the  desert ;  but  what  will  the  vicar 
say  ?  He  will  come  back  and  find  that  you  have 
ransacked  his  beautiful  house  on  behalf  of  two 
utter  strangers  !  I  shall  never  dare  to  look  Mrs. 
Brander  in  the  face  after  taking  part  in  such  a 
sacrilege." 

"  My  brother  would  say  nothing  if  I  were 
to  turn  all  the  drawing-room  furniture  out 
into  the  churchyard,"  answered  he,  promptly. 
"  You  mustn't  judge  his  temper  by  my  black 
looks.  He  and  I  are  as  different  as  heaven 
and — earth.  All  the  ladies  fall  in  love  with 
him." 

"  Then  I  shall  not,"  said  Miss  Denison,  de- 
cidedly.    "  I  like  my  loves  all  to  myself." 

Mr.  Brander  considered  her  attentively,  with 
a  quizzical  look. 

"  I  should  think  you  would,"  he  said,  smil- 
ing. "  I  am  afraid  you  will  be  badly  off  down 
here — if  indeed  you  could  be  badly  off  for  ad- 
mirers anywhere.  The  nearest  approach  to  an 
H  2 
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eligible  swain  in  these  parts  is    the  gentleman 
who  escorted  you  home." 

Olivia,  who  was  nailing  up  a  curtain  while 
Mr.  Brander  kept  steady  the  erection  of  a  box 
and  a  chair  on  which  she  stood,  put  down  her 
hammer  to  indulge  in  a  hearty  burst  of  laughter. 

"  Oh,  I'm  afraid  it's  all  over  with  the  pretty 
little  romance  you  have  been  building  up  for 
me,"  she  said,  looking  down  with  her  bright  eyes 
still  twinkling  with  amusement.  "  I  pushed 
him  into  a  hedge  !  " 

"At  the  first  blush  that  does  not  look  pro- 
mising, certainly,"  said  Mr.  Brander,  with  perfect 
gravity,  "considering  the  rank  of  the  parties. 
For  if  he  had  been  the  clodhopper  nature  in- 
tended him  for,  and  you  the  dairymaid  he  would 
have  liked  you  to  be,  such  a  demonstration  as 
that  would  have  been  the  certain  prelude  to  a 
wedding." 

"  It  wasn't  a  very  ladylike  thing  to  do,  I'm 
afraid,"  said  Olivia,  blushing  a  very  becoming 
crimson.  "But  really  he  was  not  the  sort  of 
person    to   be   dealt  with  by  means  of  modest 
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little  screams  and  flutterings.  And — well,  the 
truth  is,  I  really  was  so  furiously  angry  that  I 
would  have  thrown  him  over  the  hedge  if  I'd 
been  strong  enough." 

"  I  wish  you  belonged  to  my  parish,"  said 
Mr.  Brander,  reflectively.  "It  is  a  great  pity 
such  nerve  and  muscle  should  be  thrown  away. 
Now,  there's  an  old  villain  who  always  nods 
through  the  first  part  of  my  sermon,  and  snores 
as  soon  as  I  grow  a  little  eloquent — and — and  I 
daren't  throw  him  into  the  hedge  myself ;  my 
motives  might  be  questioned.  But  if  I  could 
only  get  a  fair  and  amiable  parishioner  to  do  it 
for  me,  no  one  could  say  a  word." 

"  You  want  to  make  me  ashamed  of  myself," 
said  Olivia,  giving  a  vicious  blow  to  the  nail  she 
was  driving  in.  "  But  you  shan't  succeed.  My 
father  and  my  two  brothers  think  that  every- 
thing I  do  is  right." 

"  Ah  !  Then  it's  high  time  somebody  turned 
up  to  prove  to  you  that  everything  you  do  is 
wrong." 

"  Thank  you.     My  step-mother  does  that." 
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''  Then  what  do  papa  and  the  brothers  say  to 
her  ?  " 

''  If  the  world's  turning  round  depended  on 
dear  old  papa's  saying  a  harsh  word  to  anybody, 
the  world  would  stand  still.  As  for  my  brothers, 
especially  Ted,  when  he  is  at  home  breakfast  is 
a  skirmish  with  my  step-mother,  luncheon  is  a 
brisk  engagement,  and  dinner  a  hard -fought 
battle.  They  are  always  ordering  each  other 
out  of  the  room,  and  it's  quite  a  rare  thing  for 
them  both  to  sit  out  a  meal  at  the  same  table." 

*'The  fault  is  not  quite  all  on  one  side,  I 
suppose." 

"  Oh,  no,  of  course  not.  When  poor  Ted  is 
away  life  is  not  very  comfortable,  but  at  least  it 
is  not  volcanic." 

**  Curious  that'  the  common  or  garden  step- 
mother, wherever  found,  should  always  present 
the  same  characteristics.  She  has  children  of 
her  own,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Yes,  two." 

*'  You  don't  love  them — I  perceive  by  your 
tone." 
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"Wait  till  you  see  them,  and  then  say 
whether  anybody  could.'* 

"  I  think  my  professional  ministrations  are 
wanted  here.    Where  is  your  Christian  charity  ?  " 

Olivia  turned  round  to  look  down  upon  him 
with  the  most  earnest  gravity. 

"  I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  asking  you  the 
same  question  when  Eegie  gets  caressed  for  his 
vivacity  in  cutting  a  slit  in  your  umbrella,  and 
when  you  see  Beatrice  consoled  with  an  orange 
for  some  impertinence  for  which  she  ought  to 
have  her  ears  boxed." 

"  And  it's  all  the  fault  of  thestep-mother  ?  " 

"  Yes,  all." 

'^Poor  lady;  I  am  beginning  to  feel  the 
deepest  interest  in  her.  No  doubt  she  was  a 
perfectly  amiable  and  harmless  person  before 
this  unhappy  metamorphosis." 

"  Yes  ;  she  was  our  governess — a  most  excel- 
lent woman,  and  very  strict  with  us." 

"  I  must  see  what  can  be  done  for  her.  I 
have  a  sermon  that  will  just  suit  her,  I  think  ; 
one  that  hasn't  done  duty  for  a  long  time." 
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"  It  will  be  of  no  use.  Wlien  she  was  our 
governess  she  never  missed  church ;  now  she's 
our  step-mother  she  never  goes." 

The  curtains  were  by  this  time  hung ;  the 
two  maids  from  the  Vicarage,  after  helping  Lucy 
to  give  the  last  touches  to  the  arrangement  of 
the  furniture,  had  run  upstairs  to  see  that  all 
was  in  order  in  the  bedroom,  and  perhaps  also  to 
have  a  little  gossip  with  this  new  friend.  Mr. 
Brander  looked  about  eagerly  in  search  of  more 
work. 

"  There's  nothing  more  to  do,  I  am  afraid," 
he  said,  rather  wistfully. 

Ohvia  smiled.  **  Afraid  !  "  she  echoed. 
"  Why,  I  should  think  you  would  be  very  glad 
to  shake  off  the  dust  and  the  damp  of  this  old 
place,  and  to  get  back  to  that  beautiful,  cosy 
room  where  I  found  you  this  evening." 

As  she  spoke  an  uncomfortable  remembrance 
of  the  mystery  which  hung  about  the  house  and 
its  rumoured  connection  with  him  came  into  her 
mind.  Mr.  Brander  looked  straight  into  her 
face,  and  said — 
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"  Under  some  circumstances  I  might  be.  For 
I  knew  this  place  very  well  before  it  was  left  to 
dust  and  damp.  But  now  I  am  glad  to  think 
that  it  is  going  to  have  life  and  youth  and 
brightness  in  it  again — very  glad ;  and  I  don't 
want  to  hurry  away  at  all." 

He  spoke  so  gravely,  and  expressed  his  re- 
luctance to  go  so  naively,  that  Olivia  was  silent, 
not  quite  knowing  in  what  tone  to  answer  him. 
Then  it  suddenly  struck  him  that  he  might  have 
offended  her,  and  without  looking  into  her  face 
again  he  hastened  to  say — 

"  You  must  excuse  my  boorishness  if  I  don't 
express  myself  in  the  orthodox  way.  I  live  like  a 
hermit,  and  have  done  for  the  last " — he  paused, 
and  then  added  slowly,  as  if  counting  up  the 
time — "  ten  years.  I  have  forgotten  how  to 
make  pretty  phrases.  What  I  meant  was  this  : 
I  haven't  had  half  an  hour's  pleasant  talk  with 
a  lady,  as  I  have  with  you  this  evening,  for  all 
that  time — ten  years  !  And  it  will  very  likely 
be  ten  years  before  I  have  another.  And  so  I 
have  enjoyed  myself,  and  I  am  sorry  it's  over, 
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though  I  daresay  you  are  rather  tired  of  the 
rustic  parson  and  his  solecisms." 

An  awkward  constraint  had  fallen  upon  him  ; 
he  had  grown  shy  and  unhappy.  Olivia  felt 
sorry  for  him,  and  she  answered  in  tones  of 
sweet  feminine  gentleness  which  seemed  to  pour 
balm  upon  some  hidden  wound. 

"  I  believe  part  of  what  you  say.  For  if 
you  had  been  used  to  ladies'  society  you  must 
have  known  that  talking  to  you  has  given  me 
at  least  as  much  pleasure  as  talking  to  me  can 
have  given  you.  And  if  you  are  not  going  to 
have  another  talk  with  me  for  another  ten  years, 
as  you  threaten,  it  will  be  your  fault,  and  not 
mine." 

There  was  a  pretty  graciousness  in  her  manner, 
the  result  of  the  homage  her  beauty  had  always 
obtained  for  her.  Mr.  Brander  gave  her  a  shy 
glance  of  adoring  gratitude  which  momentarily 
lit  up  his  dark  face. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice.  "  I 
shall  remember  your  pretty  words  and  your  kind 
looks,  believe  me ;  but  when  we  next  meet,  it 
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will  not  be  tlie  same,  and  it  will  be  no  fault  of 
yours/' 

Oli^da  was  on  the  point  of  breaking  out  into 
a  passionate  assurance  that  no  hearsay  talk  altered 
her  opinion  of  her  friends ;  but  a  certain  gloom 
which  settled  on  his  face  and  gave  him  almost  a 
forbidding  aspect  checked  her,  and  she  remem- 
bered, while  a  deep  blush  crept  into  her  hand- 
some cheeks,  that  it  is  unconventionally  premature 
to  call  the  acquaintance  of  half  a  day  a  friend. 
So  she  remained  modestly  silent  while  he  held 
out  his  hand  and  told  her,  recovering  his  usual 
manner,  that  he  should  write  a  full  description  of 
her  to  his  sister-in-law,  and  that  Miss  Denison 
might  expect  to  be  chartered  as  a  district  visitor 
before  she  had  time  or  inclination  to  say  "  Jack 
Robinson." 

Mr.  Brander  then  called  the  two  maids  and 
started  them  on  their  walk ;  brought  in  a 
luncheon  basket  which  he  had  left  in  the  hall, 
and  handed  it  to  Lucy,  telling  her  to  open  it 
when  her  mistress  felt  inclined  for  supper ;  and, 
before  Olivia  could    thank   him   for  this    fresh 
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proof  of  his  kindness,  he  was  ah-eadj  out  of  the 
house. 

The  door  had  scarcely  closed  upon  him  when 
Lucy,  with  an  exclamation  of  horror  and  disgust, 
flung  down  the  luncheon  basket,  and,  running  to 
the  nearest  window,  threw  it  wide  open. 

"  What  are  you  doing,  Lucy  ?  "  asked  her 
mistress  in  astonishment,  crossing  quickly  to  the 
girl  to  see  whether  she  was  ill. 

"  Airing  the  place,  miss,  after  that  bad, 
wicked  man,"  answered  the  little  maid,  vehe- 
mently. 

"  You  ungrateful  girl,  after  all  Mr.  Brander 
has  done  for  us.     How  can  you  say  such  things  ?  " 

"  I  say  what  I  know,  miss,  and  what  is 
known  all  over  the  place,  miss,  to  every  one  but 
you,"  answered  Lucy,  her  face  crimson  with 
excitement.  "  He's  a  murderer,  miss ;  he  mur- 
dered the  poor  girl  who  used  to  live  in  those 
rooms  upstairs." 

Olivia  was  standing  at  the  window,  with  her 
hand  on  the  latch  to  close  it.  Just  as  Lucy 
hissed  out   those  words    in  a   voice    shrill  and 
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broken  witli  horror,  Mr.  Brander  passed.  The 
light  from  the  room  fell  full  upon  his  face.  He 
had  heard  the  girl's  words.  A  look,  not  of  in- 
dignation, but  of  shame,  of  agony,  convulsed  his 
pale  features,  but  he  did  not  turn  his  head. 
Olivia  shivered.  She  wanted  to  call  out  to  him, 
to  ask  him  to  deny  this  infamous  slander;  but 
her  mouth  was  dry  and  the  words  would  not 
come.  For  he  must  have  heard,  she  knew,  and 
yet  there  was  no  denial  in  his  face. 

With  a  trembling  hand  she  closed  the  window. 

**  There,  it's  quite  upset  you ;  I  knew  it 
would,  Miss  Olivia,"  said  Lucy,  rather  tri- 
umphantly.    "  Aren't  you  shocked  ?  " 

But  the  tears  were  gathering  in  Olivia's  eyes. 

"  I'm  shocked,  yes,  of  course,"  said  she,  sadly. 
*'  And  I'm  dreadfully — dreadfully  sorry." 

Lucy  was  scandalised.  This  was  not  the 
way  in  which  she  had  been  taught  to  look  upon 
a  criminal. 


CHAPTER  YI. 

AN    OBJECTIONABLE    VISITOR. 

In  spite  of  all  lier  philosophy,  of  all  her  forti- 
tude, Olivia  Denison  could  not  deny,  even  to 
herself,  that  the  one  terrible  word  "  murderer," 
applied  to  the  man  who  had  proved  himself 
such  a  kind  friend,  gave  a  shock  such  as  no 
newly-formed  friendship  could  stand  unshaken. 
If  he  had  only  denied  the  charge  by  so  much 
as  a  look !  But,  on  the  contrary,  his  down- 
cast head  and  hurrying  step  when  Lucy's 
indiscreet  remark  fell  on  his  ears  seemed  like 
a  tacit  admission  of  the  justice  of  it.  The 
little  maid's  characteristic  comments  on  the 
matter  jarred  upon  her  greatly. 

"  You  might  have  knocked  me  down  with 
a  feather,  Miss  Olivia,  when  they  first  told 
me  it  was  him  as  made  away  with  the  young 
woman   whose    rooms  we    were   rummaging  in 
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to-day  !  *  Lor,'  I  says,  '  never  !  A  nice-spoken 
gentleman  like  that !  '     Indeed,  Miss " 

"  Who  was  it  told  you,  Lucy  ?  "  interrupted 
her  mistress,  quietly. 

"  It  was  when  I  was  going  up  the  road, 
ma'am,  looking  for  you.  For  I  got  that 
frightened  at  last,  sitting  here  all  by  myself, 
and  nobody  to  speak  to,  and  such  cracklings 
and  noises  as  you  never  heard  along  the  walls  ! 
So  I  went  out  a  little  way,  thinking  perhaps 
you  had  missed  the  road  and  lost  yourself. 
And  I  came  across  two  women  and  a  man 
standing  at  the  gate  of  a  farmyard.  And  I 
spoke  to  them,  and  they  guessed  where  I 
came  from;  for  it  seems  it  was  the  farm 
belonging  to  that  rude  man,  though  I  didn't 
know  it  at  the  time.  And  they  asked  me  in, 
saying  as  they  wouldn't  keep  me  not  a  minute. 
And  I  was  so  glad  not  to  be  alone  that  I 
went  just  inside  the  kitchen  door  with  them — 
just  for  a  minute.  But  then  they  told  me 
such  things  that  I  felt  I  couldn't  come  back 
to   this    house   all    by  myself  after  hearing   of 
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them.  They  said  how  that  clergyman,  for  all 
his  nice- seeming  ways,  used  to  be  a  wild  sort 
of  young  man,  and  how  he  once  courted  her 
that's  now  the  vicar's  lady,  but  she  wouldn't 
have  nothing  to  say  to  him.  And  so  when 
she  married  his  brother  he  got  wilder  and 
wilder,  and  he  took  to  courting  the  farmer's 
daughter  that  lived  here,  on  the  sly  like,  and 
not  fair  and  open.  She  was  a  masterful  sort 
of  girl,  and  her  brother  and  his  wife,  that  she 
lived  with,  let  her  have  her  own  way  too 
much,  and  have  ideas  above  her  station.  And 
people  think  she  believed  he'd  marry  her,  for 
her  own  people  and  every  one  was  beginning 
to  talk;  and  then  one  night — it  was  the  7th 
of  July,  miss,  ten  years  and  a  half  ago — she 
went  out  to  meet  him,  down  by  his  own  church, 
as  people  knew  she'd  done  before,  and  she 
never  came  back.  And  nobody's  never  seen 
nothing  of  her  from  that  day  to  this ;  only 
there  were  screams  heard  that  night  down  by 
St.  Cuthbert's — that's  his  church,  ma'am." 

Lucy    ended  in  a  mysterious  whisper,  and 
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both  she  and  her  mistress  remained  silent  for 
a  little  while.  Then  Miss  Denison  spoke  m 
a  warm  and  decided  tone — 

"  There  must  have  been  investigations  made. 
If  there  had  been  anything  like  just  ground 
for  supposing  that  Mr.  Brander  had  made 
away  with  the  girl,  he  would  at  least  have 
been  hunted  out  of  the  parish,  even  if  there 
had  not  been  proof  enough  to  have  him 
arrested." 

"  He  was  arrested.  Miss  Olivia.  But  his 
mother  was  Lord  Stannington's  sister,  so  he 
had  friends  at  court ;  and  as  for  his  brother, 
he  moved  heaven  and  earth  to  have  him  got 
off.  And  so  those  as  knew  most  didn't  dare 
to  come  forward,  and  nothing  wasn't  found; 
and  as  everybody  knew  the  poor  girl  hadn't 
had  the  best  of  characters,  and  had  always  been 
a  bit  gay  like,  they  said  there  wasn't  evidence 
enough,  and  Mr.  Brander  was  never  brought 
up." 

"But  he  remained  in  his  parish!  That 
would  have  been   too  much  of  a  scandal  if  the 
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suspicion  had  been  strong.  I  think  you  have 
only  been  listening  to  a  lot  of  tattle,  Lucy," 
said  Miss  Denison,  trying  to  disguise  the 
deep  interest  she  could  not  help  feeling  in 
this  gossip. 

"  Well,  Miss  Olivia,  I  only  tell  you  what 
was  told  me,''  said  the  girl,  rather  offended 
at  the  slur  cast  upon  her  information. 

And  she  crossed  over  to  the  fireplace  and 
began  to  break  the  lumps  of  coal  into  a 
blaze,  to  intimate  that,  in  deference  to  her 
mistress's  wish,  she  had  done  with  idle  gossip. 
But,  as  she  slyly  guessed,  the  subject  was 
far  too  interesting  to  be  shelved  like  that. 

Miss  Denison  took  it  up  again  abruptly, 
no  longer  attempting  to  hide  the  warmth  of 
her  feeling  in  the  matter. 

" How  was  it  he  stayed,  then?  "  she  asked. 

"  It  was  his  brother's  doing,  that,  ma'am, 
I  believe,"  said  Lucy,  delighted  to  have  her 
tongue  loosed  again.  "  He  backed  him  up, 
and  advised  him  to  face  it  out,  so  everybody 
says.     And  his  being  so  strong  for  his  brother, 
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and  him  thought  so  highly  of  himself,  made 
people  afraid  to  interfere,  like.  And  so  Mr. 
Vernon  staj^ed.  He  had  only  a  poor  parish, 
full  of  colliers  and  such  like,  and  the  poor 
folk  liked  him,  because,  for  all  his  wild  ways, 
he  was  good  humoured  and  pleasant.  So 
nobody  objected  much,  and  he  quieted  down 
all  of  a  sudden,  and  grew  quite  changed,  and 
worked  very  hard,  so  that  now  they  think 
the  world  of  him  in  his  own  parish,  and 
wouldn't  change  even  to  have  Mr.  Meredith 
himself  for  their  clergyman.  Only  the  story 
sticks  to  him,  especially  close  round  here,  where 
the  girl  lived ;  and,  no  matter  what  he  does, 
some  of  them  can't  forget  he's  a  murderer." 

Olivia  shuddered.  It  was  quite  true  ;  such 
an  incident  in  a  man's  life  was  not  one  that 
you  could  forget.  She  let  the  subject  drop 
without  further  comment,  but  it  haunted  her 
for  the  rest  of  the  evening  as  she  sat  brooding 
over  the  fire.  Lucy,  who  was  of  an  industrious 
frame  of  mind,  got  out  her  darning  and  mended 
away  busily.  But  she  had  a  healthy  appetite, 
I  2 
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and  she  had  had  nothing  more  satisfying  than 
biscuits  and  a  sandwich  throughout  the  day. 
Gradually  her  longing  glances  fell  more  and 
more  frequently  on  the  despised  supper  basket 
which  Mr.  Brander  had  given  her.  At  last 
she  could  hold  out  no  longer. 

"  Are  you  hungry,  Miss  Olivia?  "  she  asked, 
with  plaintive  meaning. 

"  Not  very,"  answered  Miss  Denison,  waking 
with  a  start  out  of  a  troubled  reverie.  "  But 
I  daresay  you  are,  Lucy.  I  forgot  that  I  had 
wine  and  cake  at — Mr.  Brander 's." 

Lucy  made  two  hesitating  steps  in  the 
direction  of  the  basket,  and  stopped. 

"  Do  you  think — we'd  better  not — touch  it, 
Miss  Olivia  ?  "  she  asked,  doubtfully. 

Miss  Denison  got  up,  with  a  grave  and 
troubled  face. 

"  Don't  you  think  it's  a  little  too  late  to  try 
to  avoid  an  obligation,  Lucy,  when  every  one  of 
the  comforts  round  us — fire,  chairs,  table,  the 
very  beds  we  are  going  to  sleep  on,  we  owe  to 
Mr.  Brander?" 
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Lucy  snatched  at  this  view  of  the  matter 
readily,  and  trotted  off  with  eager  steps  to 
inspect  the  contents  of  the  basket.  These 
proved  most  satisfactory. 

"  Bread,  Miss  Olivia ;  butter,  cake,  oh  !  And 
a  cold  fowl  !  And  a  silver  teapot !  "  she  an- 
nounced gleefully,  as  she  made  one  discovery 
after  another,  and  skipped  with  her  prizes  to  the 
table. 

Olivia,  healthy  girl  as  she  was,  could  not  eat 
much  that  evening.  Her  responsibilities  in  the 
new  home  were  beginning  to  look  very  heavy ; 
and  the  strange  story  she  had  just  heard  op- 
pressed her.  Lucy,  on  the  other  hand,  found 
that  a  good  supper  led  her  to  take  a  more  cheer- 
ful view  of  current  affairs. 

"Oh,  Miss  Olivia  !  "  she  exclaimed,  when  the 
meal  was  ended,  and  they  were  preparing  to  retire 
for  the  night,  "how  much  nicer  this  is,  with 
ghosts  and  murderers  and  all,  than  it'll  be  when 
Mrs.  Denison  comes  and  the  children.  Like 
this,  with  just  you,  it's  jolly,  and  I  could  work 
for  you  all  day.     And  I  suppose  when  you've 
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committed  a  murder  it  makes  you  feel  that  you 
must  be  nicer,  like,  to  make  up  for  it,  for 
certainly  Mr.  Brander  is  a  nice-spoken  gentle- 
man, and  a  kind  one,  and  no  two  ways  about  it." 

"  Now,  Lucy,"  said  her  mistress,  gravely, 
*'  you  must  put  that  story  right  out  of  your 
head,  as  I  am  going  to  do.  We'll  hope  there's 
no  truth  in  it  at  all ;  but  even  if  every  word  were 
true,  we  have  no  right  to  bring  it  up  against  a 
man  whose  life  sets  an  example  to  the  whole 
parish,  and  who  has  shown  us  kindness  that  we 
ought  never  to  forget.  I  hope  you  will  have  the 
good  sense  and  good  feeling  not  to  tattle  about 
it  to  cook  and  to  Esther  when  they  come." 

"  No,  ma'am,"  said  Lucy,  demurely. 

Miss  Denison  felt,  however,  that  she  was 
trying  to  put  on  human  nature  burdens  too 
great  for  it  to  bear,  and  she  wasted  no  more 
words  in  pressing  the  point.  Tired  as  she  was 
when  she  lay  down  that  night  on  the  little  bed 
so  strangely  provided,  for  some  hours  she  could 
not  sleep ;  excited  fancies  concerning  the  girl 
who  had  disappeared,  and  the  man  to  whom  her 
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disappearance  was  attributed,  filled  her  head  with 
a  waking  nightmare.  Gratitude  remained  upper- 
most, however. 

"  He  shall  see  that  whatever  I  have  heard 
makes  not  the  least  difference,"  was  her  last 
clear  thought  before  sleeping. 

But  Olivia's  kind  intentions  were  more  diffi- 
cult to  carry  out  than  she  imagined.  Next  day 
she  saw  nothing  of  Mr.  Brander,  although  she 
received  another  proof  of  his  thoughtfulness.  A 
vanful  of  the  much-expected  furniture  arrived  in 
the  course  of  the  morning  ;  and  scarcely  was  it 
emptied  before  the  two  maids  from  the  Vicarage 
appeared  again  upon  the  scene,  "  by  Mr. 
Vernon's  order,"  to  give  what  assistance  they 
could  towards  getting  the  house  ready  for  occu- 
pation. Then  began  for  Olivia  three  of  the 
happiest  days  she  had  ever  passed.  There  was 
work — real,  useful,  genuine  work — for  head  and 
hand  and  muscular  arm,  in  the  arrangement  of 
every  room  to  the  best  advantage.  The  maids 
from  the  Vicarage  and  her  own  trusted  Lucy 
seconded  her  with  a  right  good  will,  being  all 
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ready  to  worship  this  handsome,  bright-voiced, 
sparkling-eyed  girl,  to  whom  the  lifting  of  the 
heaviest  weights  seemed  to  be  child's  play,  and 
who  worked  harder  than  any  of  them.  On  the 
second  day  the  very  last  consignment  of  the 
household  goods  duly  arrived,  and  Olivia  was 
able  to  send  back  the  Yicarage  furniture  with  a 
grateful  little  note  of  thanks.  In  the  evening, 
when  she  was  resting  in  an  armchair,  tired  out 
with  her  labours,  and  enjoying  a  glow  of  satis- 
faction in  their  success,  there  was  a  rap  of 
knuckles  on  the  knockerless  outer  door,  and 
Olivia  started  up,  with  her  heart  beating 
violently.  This  persistent  self-effacement  on  the 
part  of  Mr.  Brander  made  the  girl  nervously 
anxious  to  show  him  that  her  gratitude  was 
proof  against  any  evil  rumours ;  and  the  hope 
that  it  was  he  brought  a  deep  flush  to  her  face 
as  Lucy,  now  installed  in  her  own  kitchen,  and 
busy  still  with  polishing  of  pots  and  pans,  went 
to  open  the  door.  But  she  only  brought  in  a 
note,  which  Olivia  took  with  some  disappoint- 
ment.    It  was  an  answer  from   Mr.  Brander  to 
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lier  own,  but  was  so  very  formal  that  Olivia  felt 
her  cheeks  tingle  with  shame  at  the  impulsive 
warmth  of  her  letter. 

The  clergyman's  note  was  as  follows  : — 

*'  Dear  Madam  "  (And  she  had  put  "  Dear  Mr. 
Brander."  Olivia  could  have  torn  her  pretty  hair. ) — "  I  beg 
to  assure  you  there  is  nothing  in  what  I  have  done  to  put 
you  under  any  sense  of  obligation.  In  doing  what  little  I 
could  to  make  you  as  comfortable  as  the  unfortunate  cir- 
cumstances of  your  arrival  would  permit,  I  only  acted  in  my 
capacity  of  representative  to  my  brother,  who  is  hospitality 
itself  to  all  strangers. 

"  I  am,  dear  madam,  yours  faithfully, 

"  Vernon  Brandeb." 

Olivia  read  the  note  twice,  while  Lucy  still 
stood  at  the  door. 

"  The  young  farmer's  son  brought  it,  ma'am, 
and  he's  waiting,"  said  she. 

Olivia  went  to  the  door,  and  held  out  her 
hand  to  Mat  Oldshaw,  who  took  it  very  sheep- 
ishly in  his  own  great  paw,  and,  having  given  it 
a  convulsive  squeeze,  dropped  it  hastily,  as  if 
overwhelmed  with  horror  at  his  presumption  in 
touching  it  at  all. 
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"  Come  in,"  said  she,  smiling,  and  leading 
the  way  into  the  big  farm  living-room.  She  had 
decided  that  this  was  to  be  the  dining-room  of 
the  establishment,  and  had  furnished  it  accord- 
ingly. 

Mat  followed  her  shyly,  and  remained  near 
the  door  until,  by  easy  stages,  she  had  coaxed 
him  into  a  chair  at  the  further  end.  He  was 
beautifully  washed  and  combed,  and  clad  in  his 
best  clothes,  and  beautifully  awkward  and  bash- 
ful withal. 

"It's  very  kind  of  you  to  bring  me  this," 
she  said,  "and  I'm  very  glad  to  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  thanking  you  for  the  help  you  gave  us 
the  other  day.  You  ran  away  so  fast  that  I 
had  no  chance  of  speaking  to  you." 

"  'Twere  nowt  that,"  said  Mat,  in  a  voice 
husky  from  bashfulness.  "  Ah'd  ha' coom  and 
given  ye  better  help  than  that  yesterday  when 
Ah  saw  t'  goods  coom,  but  Ah  didn't  like." 

"  Would  you  ?  Well,  we  should  have  found 
plenty  for  you  to  do.  But  your  father  wouldn't 
have  liked  it,  of  course  ?  " 
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"  Feyther  !  Ah  beean't  afreead  o'  feytlier  !  " 
cried  Mat,  in  a  burst  of  energetic  defiance. 
"  No,  it  wasna'  for  him  that  Ah  didn't  coom. 
But  Ah  thowt  maybe  ye'd  ha'  been  so  angry 
with  him  for's  rudeness  that  ye  wouldn't  care  to 
ha'  seen  me  ageean." 

"Oh,  I  knew  you  had  nothing  to  do  with 
that." 

"  That's  true  enoof ;  and  Ah  coom  to-neeght 
to  say  " — and  Mat  looked  down  on  the  floor  and 
grew  scarlet  to  the  tips  of  his  ears — "  that  ye 
mustn't  be  surprised  if  things  doan't  work 
straight  here  at  first.  Feyther' s  a  nasty  coos- 
tomer  when  he's  crossed,  and  there's  no  denying 
he's  wild  at  a  stranger  takkin'  this  pleeace.  An' 
if  he  can  do  ye  and  yer  feyther  an  ill  turn  he's 
not  t'  man  to  stick  at  it.  An'  if  yer  feyther 
doan't  knaw  mooch  aboot  farmin',  ye  may  tell 
him  not  to  tak'  any  advice  from  moine.  But  if 
ye  should  be  in  a  difficulty  aboot  matters  o'  t' 
farm,  ye  can  just  send  for  me  on  t'  quiet,  and 
Ah '11  help  ye  all  Ah  can.  Ah  beean't  ower 
bright,  maybe,  as  ye  can  see  for  yeursen,  miss, 
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but  Ah  understand  t'  farm,  and  what  Ah  can  do 
for  ye  Ah  will." 

Mat  had  strung  himself  up  to  this  speech  by 
a  great  effort,  and  he  reeled  it  off  without  any 
sort  of  pause,  as  if  it  had  been  an  article  of  faith 
that  he  had  got  by  rote.  Then  he  got  up  and 
gave  a  hopeless  look  towards  the  door,  as  if  that 
was  his  goal,  and  he  was  utterly  without  an  idea 
how  to  reach  it. 

Olivia  rose  too,  and  turned  towards  the  fire. 
Her  impulsive  nature  was  so  deeply  moved  by 
this  rough  but  genuine  friendliness,  that  she  had 
no  words  ready  to  express  her  feelings. 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  she  heard 
the  shuffling  of  Mat's  feet  upon  the  floor  as  he 
prepared  himself,  with  many  throes,  for  another 
rhetorical  effort.  As  she  at  last  turned  towards 
him  and  again  held  out  her  hand,  he  found  his 
courage,  and  began — 

"An'  wan  moor  thing  Ah'd  loike  to  say, 
miss ;  doan't  you  be  afreead  o'  parson  Brander, 
for  all  they  may  say.  Of  coorse,  ye've  heard  t' 
story ;  t'  ill  aboot  a  mon  always  cooms  oot  first. 
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Maybe  t'  story's  true ;  Ah  knaw  nowt  about 
that.  But  Ah  do  knaw  that  there's  ne'er  a 
heart  loike  his  in  t'  coontry-side.  An'  he's  done 
all  t'  harm  he'll  ever  do  to  anybody.  An' — an' 
he  give  me  this  note  for  ye,  miss,  and  Ah've 
given  it,  and  noo  Ah'm  going.  Good-night, 
miss." 

With  which  abrupt  farewell  he  made  a 
countryman's  obeisance  to  her,  and  sheered  off 
with  great  promptitude. 

"  Good-night.  I  shan't  forget  what  you've 
said,"  Olivia  called  after  him,  smiling. 

She  sat  down  again  to  muse  by  the  fire, 
holding  the  open  letter  still  in  her  hand;  and 
after  a  few  minutes,  being  utterly  tired  out  witli 
the  day's  work,  she  fell  asleep.  When  she  woke 
up  she  could  not  resist  an  exclamation  of  horror, 
for  she  saw  confronting  her,  in  the  dim  firelight, 
an  ugly,  grinning  face,  the  owner  of  which 
broke  into  a  peal  of  hoarse  laughter  in  en- 
joyment of  the  shock  his  presence  caused  her. 
Starting  to  her  feet,  Olivia  woke  up  to  the  full 
consciousness  that  the  ill-favoured  intruder  was 
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no  other  than  her  persecutor  of  two  nights 
before.  While  she  was  gathering  up  her  forces 
for  a  withering  speech,  Mr.  Williams  gave  her  a 
smile  and  a  nod  of  friendly  greeting. 

"  You  didn't  expect  to  see  me,  did  you  ?  "  he 
began,  in  a  perfectly  amicable  tone. 

"  I  certainly  did  not.  Nor  can  I  say  that  I 
wished  for  that — honour,"  answered  Olivia,  with 
what  ought  to  have  been  withering  sarcasm. 

But  Mr.  Williams  grinned  on,  entirely  un- 
moved. 

*'  No ;  you  thought  you'd  shut  me  up — 
choked  me  off  for  good,  didn't  you  ?  Why,  I've 
got  brambles  and  splinters  in  every  finger  still. 
But  I  liked  you  for  it.  Oh,  I  do  like  a  girl  of 
spirit  !  Why,  there  isn't  a  girl  about  the  place  I 
haven't  tried  to  annoy,  and  not  one  of  them  has 
had  the  pluck  to  round  on  me  as  you  did.  But, 
then,  look  at  your  muscle,  you  know,"  he 
added,  admiringly. 

"I'm  exceedingly  grateful  for  your  admiration, 
and  I  will  try  to  deserve  it,"  answered  Olivia, 
briefly. 
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She  walked  rapidly  to  tlie  door,  which  she 
threw  wide  open  with  a  gesture  of  invitation  to 
him  to  go  out.  Mr.  Williams  instantly  got 
behind  an  armchair. 

'*  No,  no,  I  know  you  can  throw  me  out 
if  you  want  to,  but  just  let  me  stay  and  explain. 
Look  what  a  shrimp  I  am  compared  with  you. 
You  can't  mind  me,"  pleaded  he. 

The  sight  of  the  little  sandy  man  clinging  to 
the  back  of  the  armchair,  and  "  dodging "  any 
movement  of  hers  which  he  imagined  to  be 
threatening,  caused  Olivia's  just  indignation  to 
merge  into  a  strong  inclination  to  laugh.  She 
remained  standing  by  the  door,  drawn  up  to  her 
full  height,  and  said,  very  drily — 

"  I  suppose  it  is  of  no  use  to  talk  to  you 
about  the  feelings  of  a  gentleman.  But  perhaps 
you  can  understand  this ;  I  consider  you  an 
odious  person,  and  I  wish  you  to  go." 

"That's  just  the  impression  I  wish  to  stay 
and  remove,"  said  Mr.  Williams,  blandly. 

"  You  won't  remove  it  by  staying,"  said  Miss 
Denison. 
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"  As  for  the  feelings  of  a  gentleman," 
pursued  lie,  ignoring  her  interpolation,  ''  of 
course  you  are  quite  right.  I  haven't  got  them  ; 
I  don't  know  what  they're  like,  and  I  don't  want 
to.  I'm  a  hopeless  little  cad,  if  you  like,  though 
nobody  but  you  and  the  parson  would  dare  to 
call  me  so,  because  I'm  coming  into  a  hundred 
and  eighty  thousand  pounds.  Doesn't  it  make 
your  mouth  water — £180,000  ?  'It  does  make 
a  difference,  don't  it,  say  what  you  like,  in  the 
way  you  look  at  a  fellow  ?  " 

"  It  does,"  said  Miss  Denison.  "  It  makes 
one  shudder  to  think  of  so  much  money  being 
in  the  hands  of  a  person  who  is  not  competent  to 
make  a  right  use  of  half-a-crown. 

"  Why,  I  never  thought  of  it  in  that  light," 
said  the  gentleman,  leaning  over  the  back  of  the 
armchair,  and  caressing  his  chin  musingly. 
"  But,  look  here,  I  may  marry,  and  she  will 
think  she  knows  how  to  make  a  right  use  of  it, 
I'll  warrant." 

This  speech  he  accompanied  by  a  look 
which  was    meant   to  be  full  of  arch  meaning. 
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Miss  Denison  took  no  notice  either  of  speech  or 
look. 

"  Now,  are  you  going — of  your  own 
accord  ? "  she  asked,  firmly,  and  rather 
menacingly. 

"  I  don't  know  how  you  ever  expect  to  get 
married  if  you  cut  a  fellow  so  short  when  he's 
getting  near  the  brink  of  a  proposal." 

"  Now,  are  you  going  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  he,  hastily,  as  she  made  one 
step  towards  him ;  "I'm  going.  Though  I 
don't  see  why  I  should  be  the  only  man  turned 
out,  when  I'll  bet  I'm  the  only  one  with  matri- 
monial intentions." 

"  You  don't  consider  that  you  are  the  only 
one  with  the  audacity  to  spy  upon  me,  and  to 
enter  this  house  like  a  burglar." 

"  Now  how  did  you  guess  that  ?  Why,  you 
must  have  been  only  shamming  sleep,  then, 
when  I  hung  on  to  the  window-sill  outside,  and 
saw  you  looking  so  invitingly  like  Cinderella 
that  I  was  obliged  to  come  in  to  get  a  nearer 
view." 
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Miss  Denison  was  breathless  with  indigna- 
tion.    He  continued — 

"  As  for  spying,  I'm  not  the  only  one.  I've 
cauglit  the  parson  prowling  about  here  these  two 
evenings.  And,  look  here,  of  course  I  saw^  from 
the  first  you  liked  him  better  than  me,  and  now 
you  have  heard  the  story  about  him,  no  doubt 
you  think  him  more  interesting  than  ever. 
But  I  don't  intend  to  be  snubbed  for  a  murderer. 
And  so  I  tell  you  this.  Miss  Denison :  if  you 
are  any  more  civil  to  him  than  you  are  to  me, 
I'll  just  spread  abroad  something  I  know  and 
that  nobody  else  knows,  and  that  is  :  how  he 
disposed  of  the  body  of  the  first  poor  girl  who 
was  unlucky  enough  to  have  anything  to  do 
with  him.  And  perhaps  that  will  stop  you  from 
being  the  second." 

With  these  words  Mr.  Williams  came  out 
from  his  place  of  refuge  behind  the  armchair, 
and  keeping  at  a  respectful  distance  from 
the  fair  but  stalwart  arm  which  he  had 
already  learnt  to  fear,  sidled  out  of  the  room 
with    a  swaggering     bow.      He    looked     back, 
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however,    when     he    was    safely     outside     the 
door. 

"  Don't  lose  heart,"  he  said.  "  I  shall  make 
you  another  offer  some  day;  perhaps  half-a- 
dozen.  They'll  come  to  be  your  one  amusement 
in  this  hole." 

With  this  delightful  promise,  Mr.  Frederick 
Williams  opened  the  front  door  and  let  himself 
out,  leaving  his  involuntary  hostess  unable  to 
distinguish  which  feeling  was  strongest  in  her 
breast — amusement  or  disgust  at  an  impudence 
which  she  might  well  consider  unparalleled. 

And  that  vague,  insolent  threat  of  his,  what 
did  it  mean  ?  Could  he  really  know  anything 
about  the  mystery  concerning  the  girl  Ellen 
Mitchell  ? 
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SAINT  cuTH Bert's  churchyard. 

There  was  no  denying  that  the  arrival  of  these 
two  spirited  young  women  had  caused  a  great 
flutter  among  the  bachelors  of  Eishton  and  its 
neighbourhood.  For  it  is  to  be  noted  that  if, 
on  the  one  hand,  the  remarkable  beauty  of  the 
mistress  attracted  the  attentions  of  the  elite  of 
the  male  population,  the  rosy  cheeks  and  saucy 
independence  of  the  maid  began  very  soon  to 
make  havoc  in  humbler  masculine  hearts,  so  that 
by  the  time  Sunday  came  round,  and  with  it  the 
great  weekly  gathering  time,  the  whole  village 
was  in  a  mild  ferment  of  excitement  over  the 
prospect  of  a  close  inspection  of  the  strangers — 
and  in  their  best  clothes. 

The  little  church  stood  on  the  very  summit 
of  the  hill  on  the  slope  of  which  one  side  of  the 
village  lay.  Its  foundations  and  part  of  its 
walls  were  very  ancient ;  but  after  having  been 
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allowed  to  fall  into  neglect  and  decay,  it  had 
been  carefully  restored,  under  its  present  vicar, 
into  a  faultlessly  trim  and  yet  picturesque  little 
building,  the  fanciful  grey  stone  tower  of  which 
could  be  seen  from  the  Matherham  high  road, 
rising  like  a  coronet  above  the  trees  which,  grew 
thickly  on  the  crest  of  the  hill.  The  churchyard 
was  kept  like  a  garden.  One  of  its  gates  led  to 
the  Vicarage,  one  end  of  which  overlooked  it ;  a 
second  led  through  fields  by  a  long  and  cir- 
cuitous route  down  to  the  village ;  the  third  and 
principal  entrance  opened  on  to  a  little  green, 
well  shaded  by  trees,  on  which,  close  under  the 
churchyard  wall,  the  old  village  stocks,  green 
with  damp  and  a  trifle  infirm  from  age  and  neg- 
lect, stolidly  survived  their  time  of  active  ser- 
vice. A  long,  two-storeyed  cottage,  green  with 
untrimmed  ivy  and  yew  trees,  which  were  suf- 
fered to  overshadow  the  small  windows,  stood  at 
right  angles  with  the  Vicarage,  facing  the  green. 
Leaning  over  the  wall  of  the  front  garden  was  a 
weather-beaten  board,  bearing  the  information 
that  the  cottage  was  "  To  let." 
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When  Olivia,  attended  by  the  faithful  Lucy, 
arrived  at  the  church  on  Sunday  morning,  she 
was  at  once  accosted  by  the  clerk,  a  small  and 
sanctimonious-looking  old  man,  who  smelt  of 
spirits,  and  inducted  into  a  seat  close  under  the 
pulpit,  which  was,  he  informed  her  in  a  loud 
whisper,  "  the  'all  pew."  It  was  too  far  for- 
ward for  Olivia  to  be  able  to  see  many  of  her 
fellow-worshippers,  but  one  party,  occupying 
the  opposite  pew  to  hers,  could  not  fail  to  catch 
her  eye.  It  consisted  of  two  very  showily 
dressed  young  women,  who  entered  with  much 
rustling  and  whispering,  and  were  a  long  time 
settling  themselves  ;  of  a  much  younger  brother 
and  sister,  whom  they  hustled  into  a  very  small 
corner  of  the  pew ;  and  of  Mat  Oldshaw,  who 
occupied  the  outside  seat,  and  who  appeared  to 
be  bashfully  conscious  the  whole  time  of  Miss 
Denison's  presence,  though  he  never  once  dared 
to  look  in  her  direction. 

Olivia  was  one  of  the  first  of  the  congre- 
gation to  arrive,  and  in  the  interval  before  the 
service  commenced  she  could  not  help  regarding 
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with  some  interest  such  of  her  new  neighbours 
as  came  within  her  range  of  vision.  The  Old- 
shaw  family,  with  the  exception  of  Mat,  she 
knew  she  should  not  like,  but  in  a  large  pew  in 
front  of  them  sat  a  lady  whose  appearance  at- 
tracted her  greatly.  She  was  not  very  young  or 
very  pretty  ;  she  was  dressed  with  great  sim- 
plicity in  a  dark  costume  and  a  long  sealskin 
jacket ;  and  the  word  by  which  a  stranger  would 
have  described  her  was  "  lady-like."  It  was  im- 
possible to  help  contrasting  her  with  the  two 
fidgety  women  behind ;  and  Olivia  was  growing 
more  and  more  sure  that  she  should  like  to  know 
her,  when,  to  her  surprise,  she  suddenly  heard  a 
loud,  hoarse  whisper,  "  Here,  gee  up,  Soosan," 
and  looking  round,  she  saw  the  quiet-looking 
lady  move  up  the  pew  at  the  behest  of  the  odious 
Frederick  Williams. 

As  Olivia  turned  her  head,  she  met  this 
3^oung  man's  admiring  eyes  turned  upon  her 
with  their  usual  vacant  stare.  He  was  attired 
this  morning  like  the  "  swell  "  of  the  comic 
scenes  of  a  pantomime,  the  salient  points  of  his 
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costume  being  an  overcoat  lined  with  otter, 
a  pink-striped  shirt,  light  gaiters,  and  brick- 
coloured  gloves.  Olivia  fancied  also  that  he 
had  had  his  hair  curled.  He  bestowed  upon 
Miss  Denison  a  nod,  a  smile,  and  a  wink,  and 
appeared  quite  unabashed  by  the  fact  that  she 
vouchsafed  him  no  sign  of  recognition  in  return. 
He  ensconced  himself  in  the  outer  corner  of  the 
pew,  and  watched  her  persistently  until  a  heavy 
and  measured  tread  up  the  aisle,  followed  by 
short,  pattering  steps,  announced  two  new 
comers,  and  he  had  to  make  way  for  an  elderly 
couple  whom  Olivia  rightly  guessed  to  be  his 
parents. 

Not  that  they  bore  any  but  the  faintest 
family  likeness  to  Olivia's  dashing  admirer. 
The  gentleman  was  an  erect  and  handsome  man 
of  sixty  or  more,  pompous  and  dignified;  his 
wife  was  short,  stout,  good-humoured-looking, 
and  well  dressed.  Just  as  she  noticed  these 
facts  the  church  bells  ceased  ringing,  and  a  small 
choir  of  surpliced  boys  came  out  of  the  vestry, 
followed  by  Mr.  Yernon  Brander. 
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"  Isn't  lie  a  dear?  "  Miss  Denison  heard  one 
of  the  fidgety  ladies  whisper  to  the  other,  enthu- 
siastically. 

Mr.  Brander  conducted  the  service  with  no 
assistance  hut  that  of  the  choir  and  the  clerk, 
who  was  evidently  a  privileged  person ;  for  he 
put  everybody  out  who  was  within  a  dozen  feet 
of  his  nasal  voice.  Olivia  was  impressed  by  the 
sermon,  but  she  was  hardly  sure  whether  the 
impression  was  altogether  favourable.  For  the 
preacher  did  not  speak  "  as  one  having  autho- 
rity," but  rather  as  the  servant  than  the  teacher 
of  his  hearers ;  as  one  who  was  bound  to  keep 
them  in  mind  of  truths  which  they  knew 
already,  rather  than  as  one  who  held  up  their 
duty  before  them  with  all  the  weight  of  a  re- 
spected and  honoured  pastor. 

When  the  service  was  over,  Olivia  lingered  a 
little  in  the  churchyard,  looking  at  the  grave- 
stones, not  unwilling  to  give  the  much -discussed 
Mr.  Brander  an  opportunity  of  proving  that  no 
rumours  could  affect  her  behaviour  to  one  who 
had  been  kind  to  her;  but  he  would  not  avail 
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liimself  of  it.  On  coming  out  of  the  church, 
which  he  did  with  extraordinarily  little  delay, 
Mr.  Brander  seemed  purposely  to  avoid  glancing 
towards  the  spot  where  she  was  standing,  but  at 
once,  with  quick  steps,  made  for  the  gate  at 
which  the  lady,  whose  appearance  had  attracted 
Olivia,  was  waiting.  Her  party,  including  the 
ill-mannered  Frederick,  had  gone,  as  they  had 
come,  without  her. 

Olivia,  who,  like  all  young  girls,  could  see  a 
great  deal  without  looking,  knew  that  the  clergy- 
man and  the  lady  were  talking  about  her,  and 
she  would  not  pass  out  at  the  gate  while  they 
stood  there.  So  she  continued  her  inspection  of 
the  tombstones,  with  a  heart  beating  rather 
faster  than  usual,  for  the  very  few  minutes  that 
the  iete-a-teie  lasted.  Now,  surely,  she  might 
have  a  chance  of  speaking  to  him ;  in  common 
civility  he  would  come,  if  only,  as  his  note  ex- 
pressed it,  "  as  his  brother's  representative,"  to 
ask  how  she  was  getting  on  with  her  furnishing, 
and  whether  her  friends  were  coming  soon  to 
relieve  her  of  her   responsibilities.     He   passed 
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quite  near  to  her  on  his  way  to  the  Vicarage 
gate.  She  raised  her  head  with  a  smile  and 
a  heightened  colour,  ready  to  give  him  her 
prettiest  greeting;  but  he  looked  away  with  a 
persistency  which  she  could  no  longer  doubt  was 
intentional,  and  it  was  with  a  blush  of  the 
deepest  mortification  that  Olivia,  whose  burning 
eyes  no  longer  saw  inscriptions,  or  tombstones, 
or  anything  but  a  particularly  tactless  and  un- 
observant clergyman,  whose  conduct  in  not 
allowing  her  to  lessen  her  obligation  to  him  by 
an  expression  of  her  gratitude  was,  Olivia  felt, 
highly  reprehensible.  She  was  so  hurt,  so  in- 
dignant, that  when  the  pleasant-lookiug  lady, 
who  stood  by  the  gate  and  watched  her  ap- 
proach, made  a  movement  forward  as  if  to 
address  the  young  stranger,  Olivia  turned  her 
head  away.  She  would  give  no  opening  to  the 
friend  of  the  man  who  had  so  deeply  offended 
her. 

But  anger  in  Olivia's  breast  was  a  feeling 
which  could  not  last.  Before  she  was  half-way 
down  the  hill  she  was  sorry  for  her  hasty  action 
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and  ashamed  of  her  disappointment.  With  the 
exaggerated  feeling  of  an  impulsive  young  girl, 
she  blamed  herself  as  ungracious  and  ungrateful, 
and  decided  that  the  avoidance  of  a  man  as 
kindly  and  chivalrous  as  Mr.  Brander  had  proved 
himself  to  be  could  only  proceed  from  the  most 
honourable  motives. 

The  observant  Lucy  perhaps  detected  a 
lightening  of  the  cloud  on  her  young  mistress's 
face,  for  at  this  point  of  the  latter's  reflections 
she  broke  the  silence  she  had  discreetly  kept 
since  leaving  the  churchyard. 

"  It's  a  lot  to  do  to  take  the  service  here  in 
the  morning,  and  at  St.  Cuthbert's  in  the  after- 
noon, and  a  young  men's  class  four  miles  away 
at  night,  isn't  it,  ma'am  ?  "  she  asked,  glibly. 

Lucy  had  already  collected  as  much  local 
information  as  if  she  had  been  settled  in  Eishton 
three  months,  and  could  have  enlightened  Miss 
Denison  on  a  good  many  points  of  local  gossip  if 
she  had  been  encouraged  to  do  so. 

''  Why,  who  does  all  that,  Lucy  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Brander,  ma'am.     He  holds  a  meeting 
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of  colliers  belonging  to  some  pit  at  niglit,  and  he 
says  *  he  goes  to  them  because  they  wouldn't  all 
come  to  him.' " 

Olivia  looked  at  her  in  astonishment.  Here 
was  the  little  maid  quoting  with  perfect  con- 
fidence the  clergyman's  own  words. 

"  But  how  did  you  pick  up  all  this  informa- 
tion ?  " 

"  Oh,  one  hears  things,  ma'am,"  said  Lucy, 
who  was  an  inveterate  gossip,  but  who  did  not 
care  to  own  that  butcher,  grocer,  old  woman  at 
the  village  shop,  nay,  even  the  small  boy  who 
brought  the  afternoon  ha'porth  of  milk  from 
Mrs.  Briggs',  who  kept  a  cow  at  the  other  end 
of  the  village,  all  were  laid  under  contribution  to 
keep  her  well  informed.  "And  they  do  say. 
Miss  Olivia,  that  the  difference  between  St. 
Cuthbert's  Church  and  this  is  something  which 
must  be  seen  to  be  believed,"  she  added. 

Miss  Denison  said  nothing  to  this.  She  her- 
self was  longing  to  see  St.  Cuthbert's,  and  would 
have  found  out  the  place  and  gone  to  service 
there  that  very  afternoon  if  a  feeling  of  shyness 
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had  not  restrained  her.     Church  once  a  day  had 
always  been  enough  for  her  at  Streatham  ;  there- 
fore it  could  only  be  curiosity  which  was  urging 
her  to  break  through  her  custom  now,  she  said  to 
herself.     So  she  stayed  at  home  that  afternoon, 
and  wrote  reluctantly  enough  to  her  father  to 
tell   him    that    everything   was   ready   for    the 
arrival  of  the  rest  of  the  family.     If  only  Mrs. 
Denison  would  take  it  into  her  head  that  the 
air  of  Yorkshire  was  too  keen  for  her  sensitive 
frame,  and  would  allow  papa  to  come  without  her, 
what  a  happy  life  they  two  might  lead  together, 
thought    Olivia.       She    loved    her    easy-going 
father  passionately,  and  as  passionately  resented 
the    subjection  in  which   he   was    kept   by   his 
second  wife;  but  her  Utopian  dream  was  not  to 
be  fulfilled.     On  the  Wednesday  following  she 
received    a    long   letter   from    her   step-mother, 
announcing  that  they  would  all  arrive  next  day, 
and  giving  rambling  but  minute  directions  as  to 
the  preparation  for  their  coming. 

Olivia  put  down  the  letter  with  a  sigh,  called 
Lucy,  and  in  a  doleful  voice  informed  her  that 
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the  reign  of  peace  and  freedom  was  nearly  over. 
The  little  maid's  face  fell. 

"Lor,  Miss  Olivia,  how  she  will  fuss  and 
worrit,  to  make  up  for  not  being  able  to  get  at 
us  for  a  week  !  "  was  her  first  comment. 

"  Well,  we  must  try  to  give  her  no  cause," 
said  Olivia,  trying  to  keep  grave. 

"  She'd  find  cause  to  grumble,  miss,  if  she 
was  in  heaven,  and  we  was  all  angels  a-flyin' 
about  of  her  errands.  I'll  warrant  before  she's 
been  in  the  house  ten  minutes  she'll  take  a  fancy 
to  the  scullery  for  her  bedroom,  and  say  that  we 
ought  to  have  made  this  room  the  coal-cellar," 
said  Lucy,  with  ill-humour  that  was  not  all 
affected. 

There  was  enough  truth  in  the  girl's  comic 
sketch  for  Olivia  to  give  a  sigh  at  the  prospect, 
though  she  stifled  it  instantly,  and  started  briskly 
on  a  tour  of  the  house  to  see  whether  she  had  left 
any  loophole  for  complaints  on  the  part  of  her 
step-mother.  She  could  find  none.  She  had 
prepared  the  largest  and  best  room  for  her  father 
and  Mrs.  Denison;   the  next  best  for  the  two 
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children ;  the  third  in  order  of  merit  she  had 
fitted  up  as  the  spare  room,  leaving  only  two  little 
rooms  scarcely  larger  than  cupboards,  the  one 
for  herself,  and  the  other  for  her  brother  Ernest, 
on  his  rare  visits.  The  two  rooms  in  the  wing 
she  left  unappropriated  and  untouched,  not  from 
any  superstitious  scruples,  for  she  would  have 
liked  the  larger  one  for  herself ;  but  she  knew 
that  if  she  were  to  take  possession  of  it,  her  step- 
mother would  certainly  never  cease  "  nagging  '* 
at  her  for  helping  herseK  to  so  spacious  a  room. 

Thursday  morning  came,  and  Olivia  rose 
with  a  doleful  sense  that  the  fun  and  freedom  of 
the  week  were  nearly  over.  Her  energies  had 
found  delightful  vent  in  the  unaccustomed  work 
and  responsibility  ;  she  began  to  feel  that  even 
if  she  had  been  still  in  the  old  home  at  Streat- 
ham,  a  contented  return  to  lawn- tennis  and 
crewel  work  would  have  been  impossible.  Would 
Mrs.  Denison,  who  was  lazy  as  well  as  fretful, 
and  who  would  now  have  to  do  without  a  house- 
keeper, be  inclined  to  trust  her  with  the  reins  of 
management  ?     As  Olivia  had  always  until  now 
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been  known  to  have  the  utmost  horror  of  any 
household  duties,  she  was  not  without  a  hope 
that,  if  she  kept  secret  the  change  in  her  own 
feelings,  Mrs.  Denison  might  herself  make 
some  such  proposal,  being  amiably  anxious  to 
make  those  around  her  feel  as  acutely  as  she  did 
herself  the  alteration  in  the  family  fortunes. 

They  were  to  arrive  about  six  o'clock. 
Olivia,  who  was  only  anxious  to  see  her  father, 
would  not  go  to  meet  them.  She  would  get  old 
papa  all  to  himself  in  the  evening,  and  have  a 
long  talk,  and  tell  him  all  her  adventures.  He 
was  not  himself  while  within  range  of  the  queru- 
lous voice  and  cold  eyes  of  his  second  wife. 
Olivia  thought  she  would  have  a  very  early 
dinner  and  a  long  walk  to  brace  herself  for  her 
fall  from  autocracy.  So  at  two  o'clock  she  was 
on  the  Sheffield  Eoad,  walking  fast  against  a 
keen  wind,  under  a  leaden  sky  that  promised 
snow  within  a  few  hours.  She  did  not  care  for 
that.  Protected  by  a  hooded  waterproof  and  a 
thick  pair  of  boots,  the  healthy  girl  was  quite 
ready  to  do  battle  with  rain,  snow,  or  wind ;  and 
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tlie   object   of   her  walk   was    quite   interesting 
enough  for  her  to  think  little  of  the  cold. 

OHvia  was  going  to  St.  Cuthbert's.  She 
knew  where  the  church  was.  She  had  seen  its 
dilapidated,  patched-up  tower,  a  very  marvel  of 
make -shift  architecture,  far  away  on  the  plain 
below  her  as  she  walked  to  Matherham  by  the 
longest  and  prettiest  road.  After  walking  for 
about  a  mile  and  a  half  along  this  road,  which 
was  on  high  ground,  and  afforded  a  wide  view  of 
hill  and  plain,  she  had  only  to  turn  to  the  left 
and  descend  the  hill  by  a  steep  and  narrow  lane, 
and  walk  on  until  she  came  to  it.  A  feeling  of 
shyness  brought  the  bright  blood  to  the  girl's 
cheeks  as  she  turned  into  the  lane.  She  hoped 
she  should  not  meet  Mr.  Brander.  The  whisper 
of  one  of  the  Misses  Oldshaw  in  church  on 
Sunday  had  made  known  that  it  was  the,  fashion 
among  a  section  of  the  village  ladies  to  worship 
him ;  and  Miss  Denison,  having  always  held 
"  curate  adorers "  in  stern  and  lofty  contempt, 
was  most  anxious  not  to  be  confounded  with  that 
class.     It  was  just  the  time,  however,  when  she 
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thought  an  active  clergyman  would  be  going  his 
rounds  in  the  parish. 

She  had  indeed  met  no  one  the  whole  way 
except  a  lame  tramp,  who  was  approaching  her 
alons:  the  Sheffield  Eoad  as  she  turned  into  the 
lane.  The  whole  country-side  seemed  to  be 
asleep,  except  for  the  occasional  distant  shriek  of 
a  railway  engine  as  it  disappeared  between  the 
hills  a  mile  away. 

At  last  Olivia  drew  near  to  the  church 
and  the  Vicarage,  standing  together,  with  no 
other  buildings  near,  on  a  slightly  rising  ground 
in  the  centre  of  the  plain.  The  Vicarage  came 
first.  It  was  a  large,  plain,  hideous  house,  like 
a  great  stone  box,  sheltered  by  no  ivy  and  no 
trees,  with  an  uncared-for  square  of  garden  in 
front  of  it,  and  a  plain  stone  wall  all  round. 
Only  three  of  the  windows  in  the  front  part  of 
the  house  were  curtained;  the  rest  were  blank 
and  bare,  as  if  the  place  had  been  uninhabited. 
Close  to  the  garden  wall  came  the  churchyard, 
a  mildewed  wilderness  in  which  broken  and 
displaced  headstones  had  been  suffered  to  take 
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what  positions  they  pleased,  and  lay  flat,  or 
stood  sideways,  or  leaned  against  each  other 
without  hindrance.  The  church  itself  was  the 
most  extraordinary  pile  Olivia  had  ever  seen.  It 
was  built  of  stone,  and  very,  very  old  and 
ruinous.  But  no  care,  no  taste,  no  skill,  had 
been  for  years  employed  in  its  restoration.  As 
harm  came  to  it  from  wear  or  weather,  it  had 
simply  been  repaired  in  the  cheapest  and  speediest 
way  with  whatever  substance  came  first  to 
hand.  Thus,  the  glass  of  one  window  having 
been  irretrievably  damaged,  had  been  replaced  by 
bricks,  which  filled  up  the  blank  spaces  between 
the  scarcely  injured  tracery.  In  the  early  years 
of  the  century,  a  storm  had  brought  down  the 
central  tower,  which  in  its  fall  had  crashed 
through  the  roof  of  the  south  aisle,  breaking 
through  the  outer  wall  and  making  one-third  of 
the  whole  church  an  almost  shapeless  ruin.  As 
that  storm  had  left  it,  so  through  sixty  years  it 
had  remained,  with  only  this  difierence,  that 
the  shattered  tower  had  been  brought  up  to 
the  height  of  a  few  feet  above  the   roof  with 
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irregular  layers  of  wood  and  brick  and  stone,  and 
surmounted  by  a  pointed  roof  of  slate  ;  while  the 
spaces  between  the  arches  on  the  southern  side  of 
the  nave  had  been  bricked  up  to  form  an  outer 
wall  to  the  church,  leaving  the  ruined  aisle  out- 
side exposed  to  every  chance  of  wind  and  weather. 
At  the  south-east  corner  a  portion  of  the  roof, 
no  longer  either  very  solid  or  very  safe,  still  kept 
in  its  place.  At  the  south-west  angle  a  rough 
hole  in  the  ground  and  a  dozen  rude  and  broken 
steps  had  formerly  led  into  a  small  crypt  with  a 
vaulted  roof,  which  extended  about  half-way 
under  the  southern  aisle ;  but  the  opening- 
having,  not  without  reason,  been  declared  dan- 
gerous, had  been  filled  up,  ten  years  ago,  with 
bricks  and  stones  and  earth,  over  which  the  grass 
and  weeds  had  now  grown. 

The  gate  of  the  churchyard  was  locked  ;  but 
Olivia  was  not  going  to  be  deterred  by  such  an 
obstacle  from  the  closer  inspection  her  curiosity 
craved.  Choosing  a  place  where  the  high  stone 
wall  had  irregularities  on  its  rough  surface 
large  enough  to  afford  a  footing,  she  climbed  to 


150  ST.  cuthbert's  tower. 

the  top,  and  let  herself  down  with  a  jump  among 
the  gravestones  on  the  other  side.  The  three 
doors  of  the  church  were  also  locked ;  this  she 
had  expected.  She  made  the  tour  of  the  building 
very  slowly,  trying  to  decipher  the  dates  on  the 
weather-beaten  head-stones.  Before  she  had 
gone  half-way  round,  the  snow,  which  had  been 
threatening  all  day,  began  to  fall  in  large  flakes, 
so  that,  by  the  time  she  had  again  reached 
the  ruined  aisle,  Olivia  was  glad  to  take  shelter 
under  the  remaining  bit  of  the  old  roof.  This 
formed  a  very  complete  place  of  refuge,  for 
a  sort  of  inner  buttress  had  been  formed  with 
some  of  the  loose  stones  which  supported 
the  remaining  portions  of  wall  and  roof, 
and  made  the  enclosed  corner  safe  from  wind 
or  rain.  She  was  debating  whether  it  would 
not  be  wiser  to  make  the  best  of  her  way 
home  at  once,  in  spite  of  the  snow,  before 
the  short  day  began  to  draw  in,  when  she 
heard  the  key  turn  in  the  lock  of  the  gate, 
and,  peeping  between  the  stones,  saw  the 
Eeverend   Yernon    Brander    enter,   and  leaving 
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the  gate  open  behind  him,  disappear  round 
the  west  end  of  the  church.  From  his  grave, 
stern,  absorbed  expression,  Olivia  guessed  that 
he  was  unaware  of  the  presence  of  another 
human  being.  In  a  few  minutes  she  heard 
the  rattle  of  the  key  in  the  lock  of  the  north- 
west door  of  the  church,  and  then  Mr.  Brander's 
tread  on  the  stone  floor  inside. 

Olivia  did  not  wish  to  meet  him.  She 
decided  to  wait  a  few  minutes,  in  case  he 
should  only  have  gone  in  to  fetch  some- 
thing ;  she  could  hear  him  walking  about, 
opening  the  ventilators  of  some  of  the  windows 
and  closing  those  of  others  ;  then  for  a  few 
minutes  she  heard  no  further  sound.  She  would 
escape  now,  while  he  was  engaged  inside.  Just 
as  she  was  drawing  the  hood  over  her  hat, 
preparing  for  a  smai-t  walk  back  through  the 
snow,  she  caught  sight  of  another  figure  at  the 
gate,  whom  she  recognised  as  the  lame  tramp 
she  had  seen  near  the  entrance  of  the  lane.  He 
was  a  man  whose  age  it  was  impossible  to  de- 
termine, with  coarse  features,  and  an  expression 
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not  devoid  of  intelligence.  He  had  a  wooden 
leg,  and  walked,  moreover,  witli  the  aid  of  a 
stick. 

Olivia  was  so  much  struck  by  the  expres- 
sion of  vivid  interest  and  curiosity  with  which 
he  scanned  every  object  round  him,  from  the 
shambling  tower  above  to  the  gravestones  at  his 
feet,  that,  instead  of  coming  out  from  her 
shelter,  she  remained  watching  him,  conTinced 
that  the  place  had  some  special  interest  for 
him.  That  interest  her  mind  connected,  wdth 
a  lightniog  flash  of  vivid  perception,  with  the 
story  of  Nellie  Mitchell's  disappearance.  The 
man  came  tow^ards  the  ruined  aisle,  treading 
more  slowly  and  cautiously  wdth  every  step, 
and  gradually  turning  his  attention  entirely 
to  the  ground  on  wiiich  he  trod.  He  did 
not  come  so  far  as  the  roofed  corner,  but  sud- 
denly turned  his  steps  back  in  the  direction  of 
the  blocked-up  entrance  to  the  crypt.  Against 
the  roughly  piled  stones  he  struck  his  stick 
sharply,  with  an  abrupt  exclamation  in  a  loud 
and  grating  voice. 
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Just  at  the  moment  he  uttered  this,  Mr. 
Brander  appeared  round  the  western  corner. 
His  pale  face  turned  to  a  livid  colour  and 
his  lips  twitched  convulsively  at  sight  of  the 
man,  whom  he  appeared  instantly  to  recognise. 
The  tramp,  on  his  side,  took  matters  much 
more  hghtly.  Saluting  the  clergyman  with  a 
touch  of  his  cap,  he  said,  in  a  voice  which 
became  hoarse  in  his  endeavour  to  make  it  mys- 
terious— 

"  Eh,  Mester  Brander,  but  it's  a  long  time 
since  we've  met.  Eleven  year  come  next  seventh 
of  July." 

Olivia  held  her  breath ;  the  seventh  of 
July  was  the  date  of  Nellie  Mitchell's  disap- 
pearance. She  would  have  given  the  world 
to  run  away,  to  escape  hearing  what  she  knew 
must  be  a  confession ;  but  there  was  no  way 
out  except  by  passing  the  two  men.  Brave 
as  she  was,  Olivia  dared  not  face  them.  She 
shrank  back  in  her  corner  and  vainly  tried  not 
to  hear. 


CHAPTEE    VIII. 

A  HALF-HEARD  SECRET. 

There  was  a  long  pause  after  the  tramp  had 
addressed  Mr.  Brander.  In  spite  of  herself,  Olivia 
found  herself  at  last  holding  her  breath  with  im- 
patience to  hear  the  clergyman's  answer.  She 
would  not  look  at  him,  although  through  the 
gaps  in  the  rough  stonework  she  might  easily 
have  done  so ;  but  her  hands,  with  which  she 
had  at  first  tried  to  stop  her  ears,  fell  down  at 
her  sides.  When  at  last  he  spoke,  Mr.  Brander 's 
voice  was  low  and  husky,  affected  by  some  strong 
feeling. 

"  Yes,  Abel,  it's  a  long  time — a  very  long 
time." 

The  blood  rushed  to  Olivia's  face,  and  her 
cold  hands  stole  together ;  there  was  something 
in  the  vicar's  voice  which  told  so  clearly  of  years 
of  keen  suffering  that  a  great  throb  of  pity  wrung 
the  girl's  heart ;  and  she  hoped,  as  eagerly  as  if 
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the  matter  affected  her  personally,  that  this  tramp 
would  keep  his  secret. 

"Ay,"  said  Abel,  in  whose  tones,  to  do  him 
justice,  there  was  no  malignity.  "  AhVe  kept 
ma  word,  parson.  Ah  promised  ye  that  neeght 
as  Ah'd  go  on  straight  wi'out  resting  hereabouts. 
An'  on  Ah  went,  and  Ah  nivver  said  nowt,  and 
AhVe  nivver  been  nigh  t'  pleace  from  that  day 
to  this.  Now  that's  straight  dealin',  parson, 
arn't  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Abel;  I  always  knew  you  for  a  straight 
man.'' 

Mr.  Brander  spoke  gravely  and  appreciatively, 
but  there  was  no  undue  humility  in  his  tone,  as 
of  a  man  demanding  mercy.     Abel  resumed. 

"  Ay,  parson,  so  I  be.  Ah'm  not  mooch  of  a 
Christian,  as  tha  knaws,  an'  if  so  be  a  mon  treats 
ma  ill,  Ah  loike  to  be  even  wi'  him.  But  if  so 
be  a  mon  treats  ma  fair.  Ah  treat  him  fair  back. 
An'  tha's  treated  ma  more  nor  fair,  parson,  mony's 
the  time.  An'  so,  when  tha  says,  '  Shut  tha 
mooth  an'  mak'  no  guesses,  Ah  shuts  ma  mooth, 
an'  Ah  doan't  guess  nowt." 


156  ST.  cuthbert's  tower. 

"  What  brings  you  here  now,  then  ?  "  asked 
Mr.  Brander,  abruptly,  with  perceptible  anxiety 
in  his  tone. 

"  Well,  parson,  tha  knaws  Ah  wur  born  and 
bred  hereabouts.  An'  though  Ah  been  fond  o' 
trampin'  it  i'  ma  time,  Ah'm  not  so  spry-like  as 
Ah  wur,  an'  Ah'd  like  to  settle  in  t'pleace  where 
Ah  wur  bred." 

"You've  saved  some  money,  then?"  asked 
Mr.  Brander,  as  sharply  as  before. 

"  Not  so  mooch,  not  so  mooch,  mester,  but 
Ah  doan't  count  to  end  ma  days  in  an  eight- 
roomed  villa,  like  t'  gentlefowk." 

There  was  a  pause,  and  then  the  vicar  spoke 
in  a  constrained  tone,  in  which  the  effort  to  re- 
press some  strong  feeling  was  more  manifest  than 
ever. 

''  And  if  I  ask  you  not  to  settle  here,  Abel, 
but  to  pitch  your  tent  for  the  remainder  of  your 
days  somewhere  else,  what  would  you  do  ?  Come, 
I  don't  want  to  throw  in  your  face  what  I've  done 
for  you,  but  what  would  you  do  ?  " 

Olivia   heard    the    man   clearing    his    throat 
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undecidedly,  and  kicking  with  his  wooden  leg 
against  the  gravestones. 

*'  You  doan't  trust  ma,  parson,  an'  it's  a  bit 
hard,  after  howdin'  ma  tongue  nigh  eleven  year. 
Eh,  but  if  Ah'd  wanted  to  ha'  spoke,  wadn't  Ah 
ha  spoke  afore  now?  " 

*'  If  you  had  wanted  to  speak  about  the  busi- 
ness, I  should  never  have  wasted  my  breath 
asking  you  not  to,"  said  Mr.  Brander,  with  deci- 
sion. "  I  trust  you,  Abel,  as  much  as  one  man 
may  trust  another.  But  judging  you  as  I  should 
judge  myself,  I  say  it  would  be  impossible  for  you 
to  live  in  this  neighbourhood,  where  that  night's 
occurrences  are  still  continually  being  raked  up 
and  discussed,  without  its  leaking  out  that  you 
were  here  on  that  night,  and  that  you  met  me. 
That,  as  you  know,  I  wish  to  keep  secret." 

"  But,  parson,"  began  the  man  slowly,  in  a 
troubled  tone 

Mr.  Brander  interrupted  him. 

"  Now  we've  nothing  further  to  discuss,  Abel, 
I  want  the  whole  story  forgotten." 

*'  But  it's  not  a  whole  story,  Mester  Brander, 
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an'  that's  why  it  nivver  will  be  forgotten.  It's 
a  mystery  to  all  but — to  ivverybody ;  an'  until 
t'  fowk  knaw  what  become  o'  Nellie  Mitchell,  a 
mystery  it'll  be,  an'  they'll  talk  abaht  it.  Why, 
parson,  dost  knaw  t'  tales  as  goes  round  ?  " 

"  What  do  tales  matter  as  long  as  they  are 
only  idle  ones  ? "  said  Mr.  Brander,  hastily. 
"  Now,  Abel  Squires,  which  is  it  to  be  ?  Is  the 
parson  to  have  his  way,  or  has  he  been  wasting 
his  breath?" 

"  He  maun  ha'  his  way.  Ah  reckon ;  but  Ah 
tell  tha,  parson,  it's  all  no  use.  It'll  be  none  o' 
ma  doin',  but — murder  will  aht,  tha  knaws." 

He  dropped  his  voice  to  a  low,  portentous 
whisper  for  the  last  words. 

"  Murder !  "  echoed  Mr.  Brander,  also  in  a 
low  voice.  ''  What  are  you  talking  about  ? 
Didn't  I  tell  you  it  was  not  murder  ?  " 

"  Ay,  that  tha  did,"  said  Abel,  rather 
drily. 

"  And  did  you  see  anything  ?  " 

"  Well,  not  that  neeght,  but  next  day " 

"  Ah ! "    ejaculated    Mr.    Brander,    sharply. 
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"  Then  you  didn't  keep  your  word :  you  didn't 
go  straight  on  !  " 

The  man's  answer  came  deliberately. 

"Ah  went  straight  on  that  neeght,  mester, 
as  Ah  towd  tha  Ah  would.  But  Ah  coom  back 
next  mornin'.  It  wur  only  human  natur';  an' 
Ah  took  a  look  round.  Ay,  parson,  Ah  hid 
summat  as  would  ha  towd  a  tale." 

''What  was  that?"  asked  Mr.  Brander, 
slowly,  and,  as  it  seemed,  with  difficulty. 

"  There  wur  marks  on  those  steps  down  to 
t'  crypt  as  is  now  blocked  oop.  An'  down  at  t' 
bottom.  An'  Ah  tramped  'em  aht.  An'  there 
war  marks  in  another  pleace  as  Ah  made  away. 
An'  it  wur  all  for  ye,  parson,  for  Ah  thowt  of 
what  ye'd  done  for  ma  when  Ah  wur  ill  and  no- 
body to  care  for  ma,  an'  Ah  did  what  Ah  could." 

"  You're  a  good  fellow,  Abel,"  said  Mr. 
Brander,  huskily,  after  a  few  moments'  pause. 
"  And  you've  been  a  good  friend  to  me." 

"  Ah,  Mester  Brander,  but  Ah'd  ha  liked  to 
ha'  served  ye  a  better  way,"  said  the  man,  who 
seemed  affected  in  his  turn. 


160  ST.  outhbert's  tower. 

The  vicar  silenced  him  with  a  peremptory 
"  Sh-sh."     Then  he  said— 

"  You  won't  be  able  to  get  far  to-night  on 
foot.  It  will  be  snowing  heavily  in  an  hour 
from  now.  You  must  get  home  by  train  to- 
night." 

Olivia  guessed  that  he  must  have  put  money 
into  the  man's  hand,  for  Abel  Squires  answered 
reluctantly — 

"  Ah  doan't  tak'  it  for  howding  ma  tongue, 
parsoQ.  But  if  ye  want  ma  to  go  further,  it's 
but  fair  ye  should  pay  for  it.  Here's  good-day 
to  you  sir,  and  may  you  nivver " 

The  voices  were  growing  fainter.  Olivia 
peeped  between  the  stones  for  the  first  time,  and 
saw  that  the  oddly  assorted  couple  were  making 
their  way  among  the  ruined  gravestones  to  the 
gate,  where  the  vicar  shook  hands  with  the  tramp, 
who  went  back  up  the  lane  towards  the  Sheffield 
Road  as  fast  as  his  wooden  leg  would  let  him. 
Mr.  Brander  stood  at  the  gate  until  long  after 
Abel  had  disappeared  from  sight  at  a  bend  of  the 
lane.     His  back  was  towards  Olivia,  and  all  that 
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she  could  see  was  that  he  remained  extraordi- 
narily still.  The  snow,  which  from  a  few  feathery 
flakes  had  gradually  thickened  into  a  blinding 
storm,  grew  at  last  so  dense  that  no  mental  ab- 
straction could  shut  it  out.  The  vicar  suddenly 
threw  back  his  head,  and  apparently  taking  in 
the  fact  that  he  was  getting  wet  through,  gave 
himself  a  violent  shake  to  get  rid  of  the  white 
covering  which  already  enveloped  him,  turned 
and  walked  rapidly  back  to  the  church. 

As  soon  as  Olivia  heard  the  rattle  of  the 
lock,  she  sprang  out  of  her  shelter,  struggling 
with  her  umbrella  as  she  went,  hurried  over 
the  uneven  ground  within  the  ruined  aisle, 
where  a  few  minutes  before  Mr.  Brander  and 
the  tramp  had  been  standing,  and  steering 
rapidly  and  neatly  between  the  broken  and 
scattered  tombstones,  reached  the  gate  in  very 
few  seconds.  As  she  flitted  quickly  through, 
however,  a  gust  of  wind  blew  the  skirt  of  her 
waterproof  against  the  bars  of  the  gate,  which 
swung  to  behind  her  with  a  loud  creaking 
noise.     She  ran  on,  and  in  a  minute  was  out 
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of  sight  to  any  one  at  the  church  door,  hidden 
by  the  churchyard  wall.  But  Mr.  Brander, 
hearing  the  noise,  and  being  naturally  rather 
startled  by  the  idea  that  some  one  had  been 
about  during  his  very  private  conversation  with 
Squires,  was  too  quick  for  her.  He  was  out 
of  the  church  and  on  the  track  of  the  intruder 
before  she  had  got  many  steps  up  the  lane. 
She  was  just  past  the  bend  when  he  suddenly 
came  up  with  her.  One  umbrellaed  and 
waterproofed  woman  in  a  snowstorm  is  so  like 
another  that  he  had  not  the  slightest  idea 
who  his  quarry  was  until  he  had  passed  her 
and  turned  to  look  back.  As  he  did  so  he 
caught  sight  of  her  face,  and  instantly  stopped. 

Olivia  stopped  too,  and  holding  back  her 
umbrella,  met  his  glance  with  a  frank,  straight 
gaze.  He  raised  his  hat,  seemed  about  to  speak 
to  her,  but  hesitated.  She  smiled,  and  held 
out  her  hand.  He  saw  at  once  that  this  was 
not  the  ordinary  greeting  of  an  acquaintance 
she  was  tendering  him.  The  muscles  about 
her   mouth    were    quivering,  and   her   eyes,    as 
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tliey  met  his  for  a  moment,  before  dropping 
modestly,  were  luminous  with  generous  feeling, 
maidenly  shame  struggling  with  womanly 
s}Tnpathy.  Mr.  Brander  took  her  hand  with 
some  constraint.  As  he  touched  it,  however, 
something  in  the  firm  clasp  of  the  girl's  fingers 
gave  him  confidence. 

*'  Miss  Denison,"  he  said,  gravely,  while  his 
keen  black  eyes  seemed  to  read  the  thoughts 
in  her  brain  before  they  were  uttered,  "  you 
have   been    in    the    churchyard.      Where   were 

you?" 

The  blood,  which  was  already  crimson  in 
Olivia's  cheeks,  mounted  to  her  forehead,  until 
her  whole  face  was  aglow.  Her  eyes  fell,  and 
it  was  in  a  low,  almost  faltering  voice,  that 
she  answered — 

"  I  was  in  the  ruined  part  of  the  church, 
where  the  roof  is  left." 

Mr.  Brander  was  startled  by  this  confession. 

He    did    not    at    once    speak,    being   evidently 

occupied  in  trying  to  recall  the  very  words  of 

the  conversation  she  must  have  overheard.     But 

l2 
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he  soon  gave  up  tliat  attempt,  and  asked, 
impatiently — 

"  Then  you  heard — what?  " 

Olivia's  breath  came  almost  in  sobs,  as  she 
answered  at  once,  with  bent  head,  and  almost 
in  a  whisper — 

"  I  heard  nearly  all  you  said — you  and  the 
man.  I  am  very,  very  sorry  and  ashamed,  and 
I  ask  your  pardon.  But  I  did  not  dare  to  come 
out  while  you  were  there.  I  hoped  to  get 
away  without  your  seeing  me." 

''But  what  did  I  say?  What  did  he  say? 
What  did  you  understand  by  it  all  ?  "  asked  he, 
so  eagerly  that  he  almost  seemed  to  be  bullying 
her. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know.  Pray  don't  ask  me.' 
I  don't  want  to  remember.  I  would  rather 
forget  it  all.  I  never  meant  that  a  word  about 
it  should  pass  my  lips,  and  it  will  not  after 
this,"  said  she,  hurriedly,  without  looking  up. 

Mr.  Brander  said  nothing  to  this  at  first, 
and  Olivia,  raising  her  head  to  steal  a  look 
at   his  face,  judged  by  his  expression  that    he 
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was  in  the  throes  of  some  terrible  mental 
struggle,  the  outcome  of  which  would  be  some 
passionate  outburst.  But  he  recovered  command 
of  himself,  and  when  he  at  last  spoke  to  her, 
it  was  in  a  very  quiet  voice. 

"  I  am  keeping  you  standing  in  the  snow. 
Miss  Denison;  I  must  not  do  that.  But  we 
must  come  to  a  word  of  understanding  now ; 
it  will  put  us  on  a  right  footing  for  the 
future." 

"  You  need  not  say  another  word  to  me, 
Mr.  Brander,"  interrupted  Olivia,  vehemently. 
''  The  understanding  between  us  is  clear  enough; 
you  are  a  most  warm-hearted  gentleman,  and 
have  shown  me  more  delicate  kindness  than 
I  ever  received  in  my  life;  I  am,  and  shall 
be  as  long  as  you  let  me,  your  grateful  friend. 
What  understanding  do  you  want  more  than 
that?" 

Her  clear  young  voice  rang  out  with  en- 
thusiastic warmth,  which  threw  the  clergyman 
off  his  balance.  He  began  to  tremble  like  a 
leaf,   and  again    his    thin,    mobile    face    showed 
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signs  of  emotion  within  him.  But  he  still  kept 
it  under  restraint,  and  spoke  in  a  perfectly- 
steady  voice. 

"Thank  you;  I  expected  generosity  from 
you.  But  —  do  you  quite  understand  the 
position  I  am  in,  I  wonder?  Did  you  under- 
stand that  man — that  tramp — is  keeping  a 
secret  for  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Olivia,  steadily. 

"  And  you  are  aware  of  its  nature  ?  " 

The  girl  drew  a  deep  breath,  but  she 
answered  bravely,  though  in  a  low  voice, 
"  Yes." 

"And  after  that,  and  after  hearing  every- 
thing that  you  have  heard,  that  you  must 
have  heard,  about  this  miserable  story,  you 
still  are  ready  to  call  yourself — my  friend?  " 

He  kept  his  voice  at  the  same  quiet  pitch, 
but  on  the  last  two  words  it  broke  a  little. 
There  was  a  pause  of  only  a  few  seconds. 

Then  Olivia  answered  in  a  veritable  whisper, 
but  with  the  same  sweet  and  dignified  serious- 
ness, "  Yes,  Mr.  Brander." 
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She  might  reasonably  have  expected  some 
acknowledgment  of  the  gracious,  womanly 
daring  of  this  speech ;  but  instead  of  giving 
any  sign  of  gratitude,  Mr.  Brander,  to 
her  astonishment,  turned  upon  her  quite 
sharply. 

"  Well,  that's  Quixotic,  illogical,  pretty, 
perhaps,  from  a  boarding-school  young  lady's 
point  of  view,  but  not  worthy  of  a  woman  of 
sense." 

Olivia  was  surprised,  but  she  was  true 
woman  enough  to  have  her  answer. 

"  I  think  I  can  justify  it,"  she  said,  holding 
her  head  back  rather  obstinately. 

''  Yery  well.  Justify  yourself  for  being 
ready  to  make  friends  with  a  man  believed 
to  have  committed  a  very  atrocious  and 
cowardly  murder." 

Olivia  looked  at  him  fall  and  earnestly. 

*'  I  don't  believe "  she  began. 

"  You  don't  believe  what  ?  " 

"  That  you— ever— did  it." 

*'  Because  I  have  the  assurance  to  take  the 
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bull  by  the  horns,  waylay  you,  and  insist  upon 
coming  to  an  explanation  ?  " 

"  No — o,  not  because  of  that." 

"Why,  then?" 

Olivia  continued  to  gaze  at  him  as  solemnly 
as  if  she  had  been  a  judge  passing  sentence. 

"It  is  very  difficult  to  say  quite  why,"  she 
began,  deliberately.  "  They  say  women  hardly 
ever  can  say  why  they  believe  a  thing." 

"  Is  that  all  your  answer  ?  " 

"  No,"  she  replied,  rather  sharply,  beginning 
to  be  a  little  annoyed  at  the  irony  in  his  tone. 
*'  They  have  never  proved  it,  for  one  thing, 
although  they  tried.  And — how  can  a  man 
have  changed  so  in  ten  years  ?  " 

"  The  first  is  a  reason ;  the  other  is  not. 
But  you  have  just  seen  with  your  own  eyes 
the  only  witness  to  my  actions  on  that  night, 
and  heard  with  your  own  ears  that  he  has  not 
been  in  the  neighbourhood  since." 

Olivia  assented. 

*'  Then  you  say,  '  How  can  a  man  have 
changed   so   much   in  ten  years  ? '     But  I  tell 
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you  I  have  changed  so  much  in  that  time  that, 
except  for  externals,  I  might  pass  for  a  different 
man.  Now  what  becomes  of  your  reasons  for 
thinking  me  innocent  ?  " 

"I  will  believe  you  did  it  if  you  tell  me  so, 
of  course,"  said  Olivia,  quietly. 

"And  what  then?" 

"  What  then  ?  I  shall  be  sorry  again,  and 
puzzled." 

"  And  you  will  withdraw  all  those  pretty 
professions  of  friendship  ?  " 

Olivia  debated  with  herself  for  a  few  moments 
only.  Then  she  answered,  vehemently,  in  a 
strong  voice — 

"No.  You  were  my  friend — a  very  good 
friend  too — before  I  heard  anything  against 
you.  You  were  good  to  us,  as  I  hear  you  are 
good  to  everybody.  When  you  met  that  man 
in  the  churchyard  just  now,  you  spoke  like  a 
brave  man,  and  not  like  a  coward.  I  hear  from 
every  one  about  the  noble,  self-denying  life  you 
lead.  If  you  didn't  do  it  you  are  almost  a 
martyr ;  if — if  you  did,  you  are  expiating  what 
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you  did  in  a  manner  which  justifies  our  respect. 
Now  if  you  call  these  women's  reasons,  I  don't 
care ;  they  are  good  enough  for  me,  Mr. 
Brander." 

"  And  for  me,  too,  Miss  Denison.     I " 

He  tried  to  keep  his  voice  under  proper  com- 
mand. But  educated  to  self-control  by  long 
years  as  he  was,  he  gave  way  under  the  unex- 
pected rush  of  warm  and  generous  feeling.  A 
choking  in  his  throat  checked  his  utterance  ;  his 
keen  eyes  grew  moist  and  dim.  He  saw,  as  in 
a  mist,  a  hand  held  out  to  him,  and  seizing  it, 
he  wrung  it  in  a  pressure  which  made  Olivia 
wince. 

"  Look  here,"  he  said  at  last,  in  a  voice  still 
husky,  while  he  continued  to  hold  her  fingers  in 
a  strong,  nervous  clasp,  "  I  have  nothing  to  say 
to  you  :  no  confession,  no  explanation,  nothing. 
But  you  are  a  grand  girl — a  grand  girl." 

He  released  her  hand  suddenly,  as  if  with  an 
effort,  and  then  at  once  struggled  into  his  usual 
manner. 

"  You're  half  frozen  with    standing  in  the 
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cold  (a  very  just  penalty  for  eavesdropping,  by 
the  way),  and  you'll  be  half  buried  before  you 
get  back.     I  must  see  you  home." 

*'  Oh,  no,  indeed,  I'm  not  going  to  drag  you 
all  that  way  on  a  day  like  this." 

"  But  I  choose  to  be  dragged.  You  rash 
young  woman,  accustomed  to  the  peaceful  se- 
curity of  Streatham :  you  must  learn  that  it  is 
not  safe  for  a  young  lady  to  tramp  about  this 
part  of  the  world  alone  so  late  in  the  day." 

"  But  it's  not  late." 

"  It  will  be  dark  before  you  get  home.  Go 
on  up  the  hill,  and  I  will  fetch  my  mackintosh 
and  overtake  you." 

He  went  into  his  bare -looking  house  while 
Olivia  tramped  on  obediently.  She  had  not 
noticed,  until  then,  how  thickly  the  snowflakes 
were  falling,  nor  how  the  gloom  of  the  leaden 
sky  was  deepening.  Now,  too,  she  became 
aware,  for  the  first  time,  that  her  jaws  were 
stiff,  and  her  hands  and  feet  bitterly  cold ;  for 
the  interview  with  Mr.  Brander  had  been  too 
exciting  to  allow  her  to  notice  these  things.    He 
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overtook  her  in  a  very  few  minutes,  and  walked 
by  her  side,  conversing  on  different  topics,  until 
that  scene  by  the  churchyard  scarcely  seemed  a 
reality.  They  passed  only  one  person,  a  rough- 
looking  collier  of  unsteady  gait,  whom  Mr. 
Brander  made  use  of  to  point  a  moral. 

"  Now,  is  that  the  sort  of  person  you  would 
care  to  meet  if  you  were  alone  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  shouldn't  have  been  afraid  of  him,"  an- 
swered Olivia. 

"  No ;  if  he  had  been  sober  he  would  have 
been  vastly  afraid  of  you.  And  to  most  girls  I 
should  say : — So  he  is  when  he's  drunk.  But 
your  courage  doesn't  want  stimulating ;  it  wants 
repressing.  For  I  tell  you  my  collier  boys  are 
good  lads  in  the  main,  but  there  are  black  sheep 
among  them  as  among  other  folk,  and  you 
mustn't  risk  falling  in  with  one  towards  night- 
fall on  a  lonely  road.     Do  you  hear  ?  " 

He  spoke  with  playful  peremptoriness,  but 
Olivia  understood  that  he  was  giving  a  serious 
warning,  which  she  promised  to  heed.  He  went 
on  talking  about  the  colliers,  who  formed  the 
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bulk  of  tlie  inhabitants  of  his  scattered  parish, 
with  affectionate  interest  which  awakened  a  sym- 
pathetic curiosity  in  her,  until  they  reached  the 
inn  at  the  entrance  of  Eishton  village.  Mr. 
Brander  had  grown  so  warm  over  what  Olivia 
afterwards  discovered  to  be  his  favourite  subject 
that,  quite  unconsciously,  his  steps,  and  conse- 
quently hers,  had  grown  slower  and  slower,  while 
his  voice  grew  more  and  more  eager,  until  a 
passer-by  would  have  taken  them  for  a  pair  of 
lovers  reluctant  to  separate.  They  had  come  to 
a  complete  standstill  in  the  farmyard  by  the 
corner  of  the  house,  when  they  heard  the  open- 
ing of  the  front  door,  a  man's  footstep,  and  then 
a  woman's  shrill  voice — 

"  It's  of  no  use  looking  for  her,  Charles. 
She  won't  be  in  yet.  Olivia  never  did  care  a 
straw  for  your  comfort  or  for  mine." 

Olivia  turned  to  Mr.  Brander,  and  held  out 
her  hand  with  a  shake  of  the  head. 

"  There,"  she  said,  "  isn't  that  more  eloquent 
than  the  longest  description  ?  There'll  be  an 
end  to  everything  now  she's  come  !  " 
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Fortunately  it  had  grown  by  this  time  so 
dark  that  under  her  umbrella  the  hot  blushes 
which  mounted  to  Olivia's  cheeks  as  soon  as 
this  speech  had  escaped  her  lips  could  not  be 
seen.  Griving  -Mr.  Brander  her  hand  very 
hastily,  and  not  leaving  him  time  for  something 
he  half  hesitated,  but  wanted  to  say,  she  turned, 
and  with  a  hasty  "  Grood-bye ;  thank  you  very 
much  for  coming,"  ran  round  towards  the  front 
of  the  house. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

MRS.    DENISON    AT    HOME. 

When  Olivia  had  come  as  near  as  she  could  to 
the  porch  without  being  seen  from  thence,  she 
stopped,  in  the  hope  that  Mrs.  Denison,  who 
was  still  grumbling  at  her  step -daughter's  non- 
appearance, would  go  indoors,  and  give  her  a 
chance  of  enveloping  her  father  in  a  warm  hug, 
and  of  snatching  a  stolen  interview  with  him 
unknown  to  the  ruling  powers. 

In  a  few  moments,  to  the  girl's  great  de- 
light, Mrs.  Denison  said,  impatiently,  "  Well,  I 
can't  stand  here  in  the  snow  just  because  your 
daughter  chooses  to  insult  me  by  absenting 
herself  when  I  am  expected." 

"  My  dear,  my  dear,"  expostulated  papa's 
mild  tones,  "  Olivia  is  the  best  creature  in  the 
world.  She  wouldn't  think  of  insulting  you  or 
anybody.  But  how  could  she  guess  we  should 
come  by  an  earlier  train  than  the  one  we  said  ?  " 
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"  Well,  I'm  not  going  to  catch  cold  even  for 
the  best  creature  in  the  world,  and  I  should 
advise  yon  not  to  either.     Are  you  coming  in  ?  " 

"  Not  directly,  I  think,  my  dear.  I  want 
a  little  air  after  that  stuffy  railway  carriage. 
And  really,  you  know,  those  children  do  quarrel 
so " 

"  If  you  want  to  go  hunting  for  Olivia,  say 
so  ;  bnt  don't  put  it  down  to  the  poor  children," 
said  Mrs.  Denison. 

And  she  went  indoors,  shuttiug  the  door 
with  a  nearer  approach  to  a  "  slam "  than 
etiquette  prescribes  for  a  lady. 

No  sooner  was  she  safely  inside  than  Olivia 
crept  along  under  the  lee  of  the  house  wall,  and 
springing  up  the  worn  steps  at  a  bound,  flung 
down  her  umbrella,  and  threw  her  arms  round 
her  father's  neck  like  a  hungry  young  bear. 

"  Good  gracious,  my  dear,  you're  qnite  wet, 
and  as  cold  as  ice.  You  must  come  inside  and 
warm  yourself." 

"  Oh,  no,  dear  old  papa — poor  old  papa;  it's 
warmer  here  outside.     With  Beatrix  and  Regie 
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fightiDg,  and  mamma  at  freezing-point,  the 
place  must  be " 

"  Now  you've  been  listening ;  that  isn't 
right." 

"  Yes,  I  have — all  the  afternoon — taking  in 
all  the  private  conversations  I  could  get  near 
enough  to  overhear.  I  find  it  grows  upon  one. 
But  I  can  always  tell  what  temper  Mrs.  Denison 
is  in  without  any  listening." 

"  Now,  Olivia,  I  won't  hear  that.  Your 
stepmother  is  the  best  of  women " 

"Yes,  papa,  I  know,"  said  Olivia,  nodding 
gravely. 

Indeed,  she  had  heard  that  sentiment  many 
scores  of  times,  and  she  supposed  that  by  con- 
stant repetition  her  good-natured  father  hoped 
to  persuade  himself  that  it  was  true. 

"  And  Eegie  and  Beatrix  are  the  best  of 
children,  aren't  they,  old  papa  ? "  she  asked, 
gravely. 

He  was  quite  distressed  at  not  being  able  to 
reply  truthfully  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  "  I'm  sure  they  would  be. 

M 
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Only  somehow,  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  they 
seem  to  get  a  little  too  much  indulged,  I 
think." 

"  Perhaps  they  do.  I  think  they  want  a 
little  more  of  your  iron  rule,  papa,"  said  Olivia, 
who  was  hanging  on  to  his  arm,  lovingly  patting 
his  cheek  and  turning  up  his  coat  collar  and 
lavishing  upon  him  all  the  caressing  little 
attentions  he  loved  from  his  adored  daughter's 
hands. 

He  began  to  laugh ;  her  liveliness  and 
demonstrative  affection  were  dispelling  the 
gloomy  forebodings  which  had  hung  upon  him 
all  day  on  the  entrance  to  this  new  and  untried 
life. 

"  You  don't  treat  me  with  proper  respect, 
Olivia.  If  you  are  going  to  be  impudent,  I 
shall  take  you  indoors,  and  get  Mrs.  Denison  to 
talk  to  you." 

"  What  mortal  man  may  dare,  you  dare ;  but 
you  don't  dare  that,"  said  his  daughter,  saucily. 
"  Don't  you  want  to  know  how  I've  got  on  here 
all  by  myself?" 
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**  Yes,  but  I'm  afraid  you'll  catch  cold." 

"  No,  I  shan't.  The  excitement  of  this 
stolen  meetin<^  with  the  king  of  my  heart  will 
keep  me  warm.  J3esides,  we'll  go  in  directly. 
Only  when  we  do,  you  know  what  it  will  be. 
Nag,  nag — oh,  no,  I  forgot ;  that  word  is 
tabooed.  I  should  say  orate,  orate,  until  all  the 
ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to  have  been  exhausted." 

"  What  were  you  doing  out  on  a  day  like 
this?     You  hadn't  gone  to  meet  us,  had  you  ?  " 

**  No-o,  I  hadn't.  I'd  been  to  look  at  a 
church." 

"  That  means  that  you've  fallen  in  love  with 
a  parson." 

"  Papa,  papa,  how  can  you  say  such  things — 
of  me,  too  ?  " 

"  Why,  my  dear  child,  I  only  spoke  in  fun. 
You  don't  really  suppose  I  thought  so  meanly 
of  you  as  that  ?  " 

Olivia  laughed  with  some  constraint.     If  her 

father,  who  already  had  a  prejudice  against  the 

clergy,  should  hear  the  rumours  about  poor  Mr. 

Brander,  nothing,  short  of  entreaties  which  she 

m2 
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would  be  ashamed  to  use,  would  induce  liim  to 
allow  her  to  exchange  another  word  with  the 
vicar  of  St.  Cuthbert's.  And,  in  a  neighbour- 
hood where  the  social  attractions  were  so  few  as 
at  Rishton,  the  loss  of  an  acquaintance  capable 
of  intelligent  conversation  was  a  serious  one. 
She  grew  silent,  and  beginning  to  feel  conscious 
of  the  cold,  shivered.  Her  father  instantly 
opened  the  door  and  led  her  into  the  house. 
He  could  hear  his  wife's  powerful  voice  as  she 
chatted  with  one  of  the  servants  in  the  dining- 
room.  Mrs.  Denison  was  one  of  those  women 
who  confide  much  in  their  servants,  without 
extracting  any  confidence  worth  having  in  re- 
turn. She  dropped  into  a  stony  silence  as  her 
husband  and  his  daughter  entered ;  for  there 
was  a  feud,  generally  covert,  but  none  the  less 
real,  between  the  two  ladies. 

Mrs.  Denison  was  a  woman  of  about  thirty- 
five,  of  the  middle  height,  somewhat  thick-set, 
with  a  cold  face,  which  was  not  ill-looking, 
though  she  had  never  been  strictly  handsome. 
She     drew     herself     up,     with     a      displeased 
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expression,  in  the  armchair  she  occupied  by  the 
fire;  and  Olivia  knew  that  her  efforts  to  make 
the  house  comfortable  had  not  met  with  the 
approval  of  its  mistress.  The  girl  walked  the 
whole  length  of  the  long  room  with  a  rather 
rebellious  feeling  in  her  heart,  which  she  tried  to 
subdue,  and  held  out  her  hand  with  the  best 
grace  she  could. 

"  How  do  you  do,  mamma  ?  I  hope  you 
had  a  pleasant  journey,"  she  said,  cordially. 

Mrs.  Denison  gave  her  finger  -  tips,  and 
looked  at  her  with  cold  eyes. 

"  Quite  as  well  as  I  could  expect,  thank  you, 
knowing  what  I  had  to  look  forward  to." 

"  I  hope  you  don't  dislike  the  new  home 
already." 

*'  Oh,  when  it  begins  to  look  at  all  like 
'home,'  I  daresay  it  will  be  bearable  enough; 
but  there  is  at  least  a  fortnight's  hard  work  for 
me  before  that  can  happen." 

Olivia's  face  changed,  and  began  to  look 
proud  and  mutinous.  Mr.  Denison  rushed  into 
the  breach. 
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"  Come,  come,  Susan,  I  don't  think  you  are 
quite  fair  to  poor  Olivia.  Eemember,  it's  hard 
work  for  a  girl,  arranging  a  big  house  like  this. 
I  think  she  has  done  very  well  indeed." 

"  You  must  allow  me,  Edward,  to  know 
what  I  am  talking  about,"  said  his  wife ;  while 
Eegie  and  Beatrix,  who  had  been  quarrelling 
silently  but  viciously  in  a  corner,  scenting  some- 
thing more  interesting  in  a  possible  discussion 
among  their  elders,  came  to  an  abrupt  truce  and 
listened  eagerly.  "I  think  I  ought  to  under- 
stand the  arrangement  of  a  house  by  this  time." 

"  It  is  a  pity,  Mrs.  Denison,  that  you  could 
not  have  spared  Lucy  and  me  a  week  of  dis- 
comfort and  hard  work  by  coming  here  first 
yourself,"  said  Olivia,  whose  quick  temper  was 
seldom  proof  against  her  stepmother's  attacks. 
"  I  never  doubted  that  we  should  fail  to  please 
you,  but  you  might  give  us  the  credit  of  having 
tried." 

"  Why,  what's  the  matter,  Susan  ?  What  have 
you  to  find  fault  with?"  asked  Mr.  Denison. 
His  easy-going  nature  made  him  averse  from  in- 
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terfering  in  any  discussion ;  but  he  had  suffered 
so  much  self-reproach  for  allowing  his  daughter 
to  come  to  Eishton  by  herself  that  he  felt  im- 
pelled to  dare  a  word  in  her  behalf.  "  Hasn't 
she  made  the  place  very  comfortable  ?  " 

"  She  has  at  least  taken  care  that  she  herself 
shall  be  very  comfortable,"  said  Mrs.  Denison,  in 
her  most  disagreeable  tone. 

"  Will  you  please  tell  me  how  I  have  done 
that  ?  "  asked  Olivia,  in  a  very  low  voice. 

She  was  afraid  lest  her  self-control  should 
leave  her,  and  the  discussion  assume  the  vulgar 
aspect  of  a  quarrel  between  two  angry  women. 
For,  blame  herself  for  it  as  she  might,  she  was 
angry  as  well  as  hurt. 

"  By  consulting  nobody's  convenience  but 
your  own  in  your  choice  of  a  room  for  yourself," 
said  Mrs.  Denison,  sharply. 

"  My  bedroom! "  cried  the  girl,  with  unfeigned 
surprise.  "  Why,  what  other  could  I  have 
chosen  ?  It  is  the  smallest  in  this  side  of  the 
house,  except  papa's  dressing-room  !  " 

"  It  is  the  only  one  that  I  could  possibly  make 
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into  a  boudoir  for  myself.  I  don't  know  whether 
you  expect  me  to  give  up  all  tlie  little  comforts 
and  refinements  of  a  lady." 

This  speech  grated  on  the  ears  of  both  Olivia 
and  her  father.  Mr.  Denison,  after  ten  years  of 
his  second  marriage,  was  by  no  means  so  absorbed 
by  marital  devotion  as  to  ignore  the  descent  he 
had  made  in  taking  for  his  second  wife  a  woman 
scarcely  refined  enough  to  have  been  maid  to  his 
first.  Being  a  man  of  affectionate  temperament, 
fond  of  home,  and  sensitively  grateful  for  kind- 
ness, real  or  supposed,  it  was  natural  that  in  his 
keen  sorrow  at  his  first  wife's  death  he  should 
fall  a  prey  to  the  first  woman,  near  at  hand,  who 
should  find  it  worth  her  while  to  capture  him. 
This,  in  the  natural  course  of  things,  proved  to 
be  his  daughter's  governess. 

The  clever,  superficially  educated  daughter  of 
a  small  provincial  shopkeeper,  the  second  Mrs. 
Denison,  on  her  elevation  to  a  rank  above  her 
birth,  was  determined  to  avail  herself  to  the  full 
of  every  privilege  to  which  her  new  station  en- 
titled her.     One  of  these  privileges  she  conceived 
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to  be  tlie  possession  of  a  "boudoir,"  tbougli  what 
the  precise  significance  of  it  was  to  her  it  was  not 
easy  to  see,  as  she  entered  it  very  rarely,  while 
the  whole  house  was  not  large  enough  for  her  to 
"  sulk "  in.  But  in  overlooking  this  necessity 
of  her  station,  Mrs.  Denison  chose  to  consider 
that  Olivia  had  wished  to  put  upon  her  a  slight 
of  the  kind  she  could  least  brook,  and  no  pains 
the  girl  had  taken  in  other  directions  could  induce 
her  to  overlook  the  indignity. 

Again  Mr.  Denison,  with  unusual  rashness, 
stepped  in. 

"  My  dear  Susan,"  he  expostulated,  "  Olivia 
must  have  a  room  to  sleep  in.  And  there  must 
be  a  spare  room  kept  for  Ernest.  Where  else 
could  she  stow  herself  ?  " 

"  There  are  two  good  rooms  in  the  wing " 

began  Mrs.  Denison. 

"  But,  my  dear,  they  are  damp  and  full  of 
mouldy  old  things  that " 

He  was  interrupted  in  his  turn  by  his 
daughter. 

''  I  haven't  the  least  objection  to  sleeping  in 
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the  wing,  papa.  I  left  those  rooms  untouched 
for  Mrs.  Denison  to  decide  what  she  would  have 
done  with  them.  I  will  take  the  large  room 
with  pleasure,  mouldy  old  things  and  all." 

In  truth,  Olivia  was  pleased  with  this  arrange- 
ment, and  she  took  possession  of  the  room  which 
had  once  heen  Ellen  Mitchell's  with  alacrity 
which  she  did  her  best  to  hide  from  her  step- 
mother. Nobody  had  told  Mrs.  Denison  the 
story  about  those  two  rooms ;  but  their  decayed 
and  desolate  appearance  had  inspired  her  with  a 
strong  prejudice  against  them,  so  that  Olivia 
was  allowed  to  keep  not  only  the  bedroom,  but 
the  outer  room  as  well  for  her  own  use.  Mr. 
Denison  was  strongly  opposed  to  the  idea  of  his 
beautiful  daughter  sleeping  away  from  the  rest 
of  the  household  in  what  he  called  "  a  wretched 
old  rat-run."  But  as  the  two  feminine  wills 
were  both  against  his,  he  could  do  nothing  but 
stipulate  emphatically  that  fires  were  to  be  kept 
up  in  both  rooms  throughout  the  winter.  His 
wife  demurred  at  the  expense,  but  on  this  point 
he  was  firm,  and  had  his  own  way. 
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In  tlie  jarriug  family  life  which  the  Denison 
household  led  under  the  presidency  of  the  second 
wife,  Olivia  found  a  great  relief  in  being  able  to 
shut  herself  up  in  her  wing,  away  from  all  dis- 
cordant elements,  even  though  the  atmosphere  of 
these  two  rooms  remained  to  the  end  heavy  with 
the  tragedy  of  their  late  occupant.  That  tragedy 
the  young  girl  grew  more  and  more  anxious  fully 
to  know  about ;  so  she  turned  over  the  leaves  of 
the  old  books,  and  read  again  the  inscription  in 
faded  ink  in  the  old  prayer-book:  "Ellen  Mit- 
chell, from  her  affectionate  brother  Ned."  What 
had  become  of  "Ned  "  ?  Did  the  "affectionate 
brother"  know  that  his  sister  had  been  spirited 
away,  leaving  no  trace  ?  These  were  conjectures 
which  often  passed  through  Olivia's  mind  as  she 
sat  down  for  a  lazy  half-hour  by  her  fire  at  bed- 
time. 

This  half-hour  was  now  the  only  idle  time  in 
Olivia's  day.  Like  many  other  idle  English  girls, 
she  had  only  wanted  something  to  do  to  develop 
the  most  dashing  energy ;  and  as  Mrs.  Denison 
was  too  much  enervated  by  long  years  of  laziness 
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to  care  for  the  trouble  of  housekeeping,  Olivia 
flung  herself  with  ardour  into  these  new  duties, 
and  found  in  them  that  necessary  outlet  for  her 
energies  which  she  had  previously  sought  in  lawn 
tennis. 

The  whole  family  had  been  settled  at  Eishton 
Hall  a  week,  and  Mrs.  Denison  had  begun  bitterly 
to  complain  that  nobody  had  called  upon  her, 
when  one  afternoon,  while  Olivia  was  busy  in  the 
dining-room  with  the  children's  clothes,  and  her 
stepmother  was  shut  up  in  her  boudoir  with 
a  novel,  a  carriage  drove  up  to  the  door,  and  a 
footman,  descending  from  the  box,  gave  such  a 
thundering  knock  as  made  the  old  door  creak  on 
its  hinges.  Olivia  could  just  see  from  where 
she  sat  that  the  carriage  was  very  large,  that  the 
footman  was  very  tall,  and  that  the  horses  were 
showy  animals,  their  heads  held  well  back  with 
the  bearing -rein.  That  was  enough  for  her. 
She  loved  horses,  and  the  bearing -rein  was  an 
abomination  in  her  eyes. 

"  Those  parvenus,"  she  said  to  herself, 
haughtily. 
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And  when  Lucy  came  to  announce  that  Mrs. 
and  Miss  and  Mr.  Frederick  Williams  were  in 
the  drawing-room,  she  said,  briefly,  *'  Tell  Mrs. 
Denison,  Lucy,"  without  looking  up,  or  pausing 
in  her  work. 

She  knew  this  was  wrong.  She  knew  that 
she  ought  to  go  and  entertain  the  visitors  during 
the  ten  minutes  which  Mrs.  Denison  would 
certainly  devote  to  self- adornment  before  going 
down  to  the  drawing-room.  But  besides  that 
she  felt,  in  her  new  burst  of  house -managing 
fervour,  the  giving  and  receiving  of  visits  to  be 
a  frivolity,  Olivia  was  resolved  not  to  cultivate 
any  intimacy  with  the  family  of  the  odious 
Frederick  So  she  worked  on,  feeling  guilty  but 
defiant,  until  she  heard  Mrs.  Denison's  heavy 
and  pompous  tread  upon  the  stairs.  A  few 
minutes  later,  the  drawing-room  door  opened 
again,  and  Olivia  heard  the  whole  party  come 
out  to  be  shown  over  the  house. 

"  You  shall  see  what  I  have  made  of  the 
upstairs  rooms  first,"  said  Mrs.  Denison's  voice, 
"  and  make  the  acquaintance  of  my  cherubs." 
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And  to  Olivia's  delight,  they  streamed  up- 
stairs towards  the  room  where  the  cherubs 
could  be  distinctly  heard  screaming  with  all 
their  might.  She  gave  a  sigh  of  relief  at  this 
respite,  and  was  turning  over  a  small  stocking  on 
her  hand  to  see  what  mending  it  needed,  when 
there  came  a  little  timid,  hesitating  knock  at  the 
door. 

"  Come  in,"  said  she,  feeling  instantly  sure 
the  knock  was  that  of  a  complete  stranger. 

The  door  was  opened  by  the  pleasant-look- 
iug  lady  whom  Olivia  had  noticed  in  church. 
She  had  a  diffident  blush  on  her  face,  and  a  de- 
precating smile,  which  made  her  look  pleasanter 
than  ever.  Olivia  rose,  and  the  lady  hurried 
forward. 

"  No,  don't  get  up.  Don't  make  me  feel 
I've  disturbed  you,"  she  entreated.  "  I  know 
I've  taken  a  dreadful  liberty,  but  I  caught  sight 
of  you  in  here  as  we  came  in,  and  I'm  so  devour- 
ingly anxious  to  know  you  that  when  Mrs.  Deni- 
son  offered  to  take  us  all  upstairs,  I  slipped 
behind  to  try  to  get  a  peep  at  you." 
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Olivia  was  disarmed.  Miss  Williams  took  a 
chair  beside  her,  and  looked  with  interest  at  the 
work  in  her  hand. 

*'  I  could  show  you  such  a  much  better  way 
of  mending  that  heel  if  you'd  let  me,"  she  said, 
almost  with  eagerness. 

"  Oh,  if  you're  what  they  call  '  clever  with 
your  needle '  I  mustn't  work  before  you,"  said 
the  girl,  smiling.  "  I'm  only  a  beginner  at  any- 
thing useful,  and  1  bungle  frightfully  over  every- 
thing at  present." 

"But  you  want  to  learn?"  asked  the  lady, 
quite  earnestly. 

"  Indeed  I  do.  We  haven't  enough  servants 
now  to  do  everything ;  and  unless  I  learn  to 
give  real  help  in  the  house — not  mere  amateurish 
dabbling,  you  know — half  the  things  that  ought 
to  be  done  will  be  left  undone." 

Miss  Williams's  gloves  were  off,  and  she  was 
already  busy  with  the  small  stocking.  Olivia 
was  astonished  to  notice  that  the  quick,  clever 
fingers  bore  distinct  traces,  both  in  shape  and 
texture,  of  former  hard  work.     The  elder  lady 
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glanced  up,  cauglit  the  girl's  eyes,  and 
blushed. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  smiling,  and  as  if  telling  a 
secret,  "  you  would  be  astonished  if  I  were  to 
tell  you  of  all  the  work  these  hands  have  done 
in  their  time.  Now  that  my  father  has  got  on, 
and  married  a  lady,  all  that  has  to  be  forgotten. 
But  oh  !  if  the  servants  knew,  when  I  tell  them 
the  hall  has  not  been  properly  scrubbed,  how  I 
long  to  be  down  on  my  knees  doing  it  my- 
self !  " 

She  was  in  earnest,  but  there  was  such  a 
twinkle  of  fun  in  her  eyes  that  Olivia,  who  liked 
her  more  and  more  every  minute,  joined  her  in 
a  burst  of  laughter.  Then  Olivia  remembered 
that  there  was  a  bond  of  union  between  them, 
and  she  said,  in  a  confidential  tone — 

"  You  have  a  stepmother,  too,  then  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  no.  Mrs.  Williams  is  my  father's 
second  wife,  and  I  am  the  child  of  his  first.  My 
own  mother  was  " — she  looked  round  her  with 
mock  mystery — "  a  factory  lass.  And — and  so 
was  I  till  I  was  fourteen.    Then  my  father  made 
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a  discovery,  and  began  to  grow  ricli  and  am- 
bitious. And  my  motlier  died — perhaps  luckily 
for  her,  poor  thing — and  he  buried  her  and  the 
old  life  together.  But  he  could  not  bury  me, 
you  know ;  and  if  the  lady  he  then  married  had 
not  had  the  sweetest  disposition  in  the  world,  it 
might  have  fared  ill  with  me.  But  she  is  a  kind 
creature,  and  she  made  my  civilisation  as  little 
irksome  to  me  as  possible.  And  that  is  why 
stepmother  doesn't  seem  the  right  name  for  her ; 
and  there  is  all  my  autobiography." 

All  the  time  her  busy  fingers  were  making 
the  needle  fly  through  the  stocking  with  a  deft- 
ness absolutely  bewildering  to  Olivia. 

"  You  are  luckier  than  I  have  been,"  said 
the  young  girl,  in  a  low  voice. 

Miss  Williams  looked  up  again,  her  eyes 
beaming  with  sympathetic  intelligence. 

"  Yes,  I  could  see  that.  My  father  married 
up  for  the  second  time,  while  yours " 

"  Married  down.  Yes,  down  in  every  way ; 
that's  the  worst  of  it :  temper,  manners,  every- 
thing.    If  she  had  been  different,  I  should  not 
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have  minded  growing  poorer  in  the  least,  but 
it  is  tiresome  to  be  thrown  so  much  on  her 
society." 

"Yes,  there  are  absolutely  no  suitable  friends 
about  here  for  you." 

"  Well/'  said  Olivia,  laughing,  blushing,  and 
hesitating,  "  I  thought  so  till  ten  minutes 
ago." 

Miss  Williams  in  her  turn  flushed  with  plea- 
sure.    But  then  she  shook  her  head. 

"You  might  put  up  with  me  perhaps,  though 
I  am  much  too  old  for  you.  But  my  half- 
brother  !  You  have  met  him,  and  snubbed  him, 
I  think,  because  he  is  always  raving  about  your 
beauty  and  spirit.  But  if  so,  you  certainly  do 
not  want  to  meet  him  again." 

"  Indeed,  I  don't,"  answered  the  girl,  laugh- 
ing. 

"  We  might  perhaps  find  a  common  meeting 
ground  at  the  Vicarage  after  next  week,  when 
the  vicar  comes  back.  But  I  don't  know  how 
you  will  like  Mrs.  Brander,"  she  added,  very 
dubiously. 
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*'  Isn't  she  nice  ?  "  asked  Olivia,  with  great 
interest. 

"  Oh,  yes,  she's  very  nice,  and  very  hand- 
some, and  —  and  straightforward,  and  —  and 
looked  up  to.  She  quite  leads  the  fashions 
here,  you  know,  and  starts  everything.  She  is 
not  at  all  like  the  ordinary  humdrum  vicar's 
wife.     But " 

"Well?" 

"  I  don't  want  to  talk  scandal,  but  you  must 
hear  all  the  standing  gossip,  and  you  may  as 
well  hear  it  vdthout  venom.  People  talk  about 
her  and  her  husband's  brother " 

"  Mr.  Vernon  Brander  1  " 

"Yes." 

"He  told  me  himself  he  had  been  in  love 
with  her  before  she  married,"  said  Olivia, 
warmly. 

Miss  Williams  gave  a  quick  glance  at  her 
face,  making  the  girl  blush. 

"  Yes,  but,  well,  people  have  seen  her  going 
in  and  out  of  his  house  since,  and  late,  very  late, 
in  the  evening.  I  should  not  have  told  you 
N  2 
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these  things,  only  they  must  make  a  difference 
in  the  way  one  looks  upon  people." 

"  From  your  manner  towards  Mr.  Vernon 
Brander,  I  shouldn't  have  thought  they  made 
any  difference/'  said  Olivia,  who  was  much 
excited. 

"Ah,  that  is  the  privilege  of  being  an  old 
maid,"  answered  Miss  Williams,  very  quietly. 
^'  I  can  do  without  fear  what  a  young  girl  can- 
not do — make  friends  with  a  black  sheep." 

Olivia  started. 

"  Do  you  think  he  is  guilty,  then  ?  "  she 
asked,  in  a  startled  whisper. 

Miss  Williams,  who  had  risen,  looked  very 
grave. 

"Of  the  other  charge?  I  don't  know.  I 
would  give  my  right  hand  to  know  that  it  was 
not  so.  For  I  am  so  much  interested  in  him — I 
may  even  say,  so  fond  of  him.  I  know,  from 
what  he  has  told  me,  that  his  inner  life  is  one 
long  storm,  one  long  struggle.  But,  why 
doesn't  he  clear  himself  if  he  can  ?  To  an  old 
friend  like  me  three  words  would  be  enough." 
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"  Then  yon  belie ve- 


"  Why  does  he  accept  the  position  ?  Why 
does  he  come  to  me  and  ask  me  to  do  what  I 
can  to  help  you  in  your  loneliness  ?  '* 

Olivia  looked  up. 

"  That  is  what  he  did  last  Sunday,"  con- 
tinued Miss  Williams.  "And  he  alluded  to 
*  his  unfortunate  position '  as  putting  a  barrier 
between  you  and  any  wish  he  might  have  to 
assist  you.  Why  should  he  speak  like  that  if 
he  knew  himself  to  be  innocent  of  either 
charge  ?  " 

Olivia  was  silent.  She  did  not  care  to  let 
the  other  lady  see  how  deeply  this  matter 
affected  her.  She  was  indeed  surprised  at  the 
keenness  of  her  own  feeling.  It  was  a  great 
relief  to  her  that  at  that  moment  voices  were 
heard  at  the  top  of  the  staircase,  and  Miss  Wil- 
liams jumped  up,  saying  that  she  would  have  to 
excuse  herself  for  playing  truant.  Olivia  shook 
hands  with  her  almost  mechanically,  and  pro- 
mised to  go  to  see  her  without  knowing  what 
she  said.     As  soon  as  she  was  left  alone,  the 
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young  girl  abandoned  her  work,  and  sat  staring 
before  her  in  most  unusual  idleness.  One  sen- 
tence was  ringing  in  her  ears  : 

"  Why  didn't  he  clear  himself  if  he  could?  " 
And  to  this  question  it  was  impossible  to 
suggest  an  answer. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE    "  FIGHTING    PARSON." 

Any  one  who  could  have  seen  into  the  workings 
of  Olivia  Denison's  heart  and  mind  when  she 
was  left  to  herself  would  probably  have  pro- 
nounced her  to  be  ''in  love  "  with  the  Reverend 
Vernon  Brander.  This  was  not  quite  true.  She 
did  indeed  feel  a  very  strong  interest  in  the 
hermit  vicar  and  his  mysterious  history ;  and 
such  interest  in  a  young  girl's  mind  cannot 
exist  quite  apart  from  sentiment.  But  then, 
the  sentiments  awakened  by  the  overheard 
interview  in  the  churchyard  and  by  Miss 
Williams's  suggestions  were  so  largely  mingled 
with  doubt,  disgust,  and  horror,  that  on  the 
whole  she  felt  she  would  infinitely  prefer,  in 
spite  of  his  kindness,  never  to  meet  him  again. 
She  felt  very  thankful,  however,  as  the  days 
went  by,  that   no  story  and  no  rumours    about 


200  ST.  cuthbert's  tower. 

the  vicar  of  St.  Cutlibert's  readied  Mrs. 
Denison's  ears.  That  lady  was  too  much 
wrapt  up  in  herself  to  trouble  herself  much 
about  her  neighbours ;  and  beyond  expressing 
great  indignation  that  he  had  not  called  upon 
her,  she  expressed  no  great  interest  in  the 
vicar's  deputy. 

Olivia  was  taking  to  the  country  life  with 
much  zest.  Besides  her  household  duties,  she 
found  time  to  occupy  herself  greatly  with  the 
live  stock  on  the  farm,  and  to  take  the  poultry 
under  her  especial  care.  Mat  Oldshaw  used  to 
slip  round,  on  one  pretence  or  another,  in  the 
early  morning  when  she  was  busy  with  her 
poultry,  and,  leaning  over  the  fence,  used  to 
give  her  advice  about  the  management  of  them, 
trying  to  check  her  extravagance. 

*'  Ye  doan't  need  to  give  'em  all  that  coorn, 
Miss  Denison,  now  they  aren't  laying,"  he  said 
to  her  one  day  reproachfully,  as  she  distributed 
grain  with  a  wildly  lavish  hand.  "  What  profit 
will  ye  be  likely  to  get  if  ye  feed  'em  oop  like 
that  ?     Every  egg  ye '11  get  this  year  'ull  cost 
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ye  twopence,  and  ye'U  lose  on  every  chicken  ye 
sell." 

"  Well,  I  can't  starve  tliem  just  because 
they're  not  bringing  in  a  proj&t  just  now,"  said 
the  girl.  "  If  they've  any  sense  of  gratitude 
they'll  grow  beautifully  plump  and  fat,  and 
sell  at  fancy  prices." 

"  That  there's  regular  lady's  farming,"  said 
Mat,  shaking  his  head  dubiously.  "  And  it's 
all  of  a  piece  wi'  t'  way  t'  mester's  goin'  to 
work  himself.  It's  very  pretty,  but  it  ain't 
like  practical  work,  and  it  doan't  pay." 

Olivia's  bright  face  clouded. 

"  But  papa's  got  a  farm  bailiff,"  said  she. 

"Oh  ay,  and  gotten  a  rat  to  eat  oop  his 
coom,"  assented  Mat,  darkly. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  insinuate,"  began  Olivia 
with  a  tragic  face,  "  that  Tom  Herrick " 

"All  Ah  mean.  Miss,  is  that  Ah'd  like  to 
see  ye  mak'  a  profit  on  your  hens ;  for  that's 
what  Ah  call  success,  and  Ah'd  loike  ye  to  be 
successful,  that  Ah  should." 

"  Thank  you,  Mat ;  it's  very  kind  of  you. 
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And  you're  quite  right ;  of  course  it's  only  by 
making  every  department  pay  that  one  can 
make  the  farm  pay." 

"  Ay,"  said  Mat.  "  And  if  ye'll  but  follow 
aht  what  Ah  say,  ye'll  be  able  to  keep  twice 
them  lot  o'  hens  on  what  ye're  givin'  'em. 
Ye've  got  ground  for  fifty  more,  and  if  Ah  was 
you,  Ah'd  go  over  to  Long  Sedge  Bend  and  buy 
some  of  old  Widder  Lund's  ;  she's  got  'em  to 
sell.  And  doan't  ye  go  giving  her  no  fancy 
price,  but  beat  her  down ;  that's  business,  and 
she's  none  so  poor  but  she  can  afford  to  let  ye 
have  'em  cheap.  They  beant  so  much  to  look 
at,  her  hens ;  but  they're  good  'uns  to  lay,  and 
worth  a  field  full  o'  them  fancy  soarts." 

Olivia  began  to  play  thoughtfully  with  the 
grain  left  in  her  basket.  She  was  very  anxious 
for  the  honour  of  her  poultry  yard,  and  she 
began  already  to  be  fired  with  the  ambition  to 
make  it  a  successful  commercial  enterprise.  She 
had  a  little  pocket-money  put  by;  she  could 
lay  that  out  as  she  pleased,  without  consulting 
anybody. 
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*'  How  far  off  is  this  Long  Sedge  Bend  ?  " 

"  A  matter  o'  two  mile  an'  a  half.  It's 
down  by  Sedge  Bend  coal-pit." 

"  And  Where's  that  ?  " 

*'  Ye  go  along  t'  Sheffield  Eoad  till  ye  coom  to 
t'  mill.  Turn  to  yer  left,  as  if  ye  were  goin'  to 
Sheffield,  till  ye  coom  to  t'  Blue  Boar ;  bear  to 
yer  left  across  t'  fields,  and  that's  Sedge  Bend." 

"  Isn't  there  a  shorter  way  across  the  fields  ? 
That  must  be  such  a  long  way  round." 

"  Ay,  but  ye  maunna  go  t'  short  way. 
They're  a  roough  lot  down  at  Long  Sedge,  and 
ye  maun  keep  to  t'  road." 

"  Well,  I  shall  go  this  very  day  and  inter- 
view Mrs.  Lund.  I'm  afraid,  though,  I  shall 
be  short  of  accommodation  if  I  buy  many  more 
chickens." 

"  Nay,  Ah'll  rig  ye  oop  some  nests  and  a 
perch  in  t'  auld  toolhouse  yonder.  Ah  can  do't 
in  an  hour." 

"  It's  awfully  good  of  you,  but  you  needn't 
hurry  with  it,  for  I  shan't  start  till  after 
luncheon." 
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"  But  start  as  early  as  ye  can.  It  doan't  do 
to  be  late  by  oneself  in  tbose  parts." 

"  Well,  I'll  be  sure  to  start  in  good  time, 
and  I'll  take  a  big  basket  to  bring  some  of  the 
chickens  back  in." 

"  Best  let  mea  fetch  'em  for  ye  to-morrow ; 
Ah  can't  get  away  to-day.  It's  not  for  t'  loikes 
o'  you  to  carry  baskets  o'  loive  stock  along  t' 
roads." 

"  But  I  can't  wait — I  can't  wait ;  I  must  see 
them  to-day,"  said  this  headstrong  young  madam, 
who  liked  to  carry  out  her  plans  with  the 
impetuosity  of  a  whirlwind.  "  And  as  for  the 
basket,  why  there  isn't  another  farmer's  daughter 
in  Yorkshire  with  stronger  arms  than  mine." 

Mat  looked  at  her  mistrustfully,  but  he  said 
nothing  more  on  the  subject. 

"  Ah'll  tak'  t'  measure  of  t'  toolhouse  if  Ah 
may  coom  in,"  was  all  he  said. 

Olivia  was  running  to  open  the  gate  for 
him  ;  but,  with  a  nod  of  thanks  he  vaulted  over 
the  high  fence,  and  set  about  his  work  without 
another  word.     The  country  lad  had  been  fairly 
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bewitclied  by  the  beauty  and  brightness  of  this 
young  lady,  who  seemed  to  him  a  creature  of  a 
different  mould  from  any  of  the  womenkind  he 
had  hitherto  met — even  from  handsome  Mrs. 
Meredith  Brander.  Nothing  gave  him  so  much 
delight  as  to  be  able  to  render  her  a  small  service  ; 
and  even  while  he  was  taking  the  measurements 
of  the  toolhouse,  he  was  pondering  a  way  to 
spare  her  what  he  considered  the  dangers  of 
the  walk  she  proposed  to  take  that  afternoon. 
The  girl  herself,  knowing  nothing  of  this  plan, 
and  thinking  lightly  enough  of  the  enterprise, 
watched  his  proceedings  with  great  interest, 
and  finally  overwhelmed  him  with  thanks  which 
sent  him  home  happy. 

Olivia  started  on  her  walk  that  afternoon 
without  a  word  to  anybody  concerning  the 
object  of  her  expedition.  She  had  a  purse  with 
some  of  her  savings  in  her  pocket,  and  a  large 
poultry  basket  on  her  arm.  "  I  shall  leave  this 
basket  somewhere  when  I  come  in  sight  of  the 
cottage,  and  pretend  I've  only  come  to  look  at 
the  chickens,"  she  said  to  herself,  resolved  to  be 
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very  astute.  But  the  widow  Lund  was  more 
astute  still,  and  managed  to  drive  a  very  good 
bargain  with  her  fair  young  customer.  Indeed, 
Olivia  showed  such  a  helpless  inability  to 
distinguish  between  a  young  chicken  and  the 
hoariest-headed  rooster  of  the  lot,  that  it  would 
have  needed  superhuman  virtue  not  to  take 
advantage  of  her.  It  was  with  a  glow  of  un- 
speakable delight  and  pride  that,  having  paid 
for  a  dozen  hens,  she  said  she  would  take  half 
of  them  home  with  her,  and,  running  out  of  the 
cottage,  picked  up  the  basket  which  she  had 
hidden  behind  the  hedge,  and  brought  it  to 
pack  her  live-stock  in. 

Poor  Olivia !  An  unknown  visitor  was  such 
a  rare  sight  at  Long  Sedge  that  the  advent  of 
"  a  grand  lady  wi'  a  big  basket "  had  been 
reported  all  over  the  village  as  she  drew  near 
the  outskirts ;  and  the  widow  Lund  herself, 
with  two  cronies,  having  watched  her  approach, 
basket  and  all,  from  the  door  of  Mrs.  Perkins's 
washhouse,  was  able  to  appreciate  at  its  full 
value  the  poor  little  ruse. 
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"Wlien  her  load  was  ready,  Olivia  quickly 
discovered  that  a  basket  containing  six  live 
chickens  is  neither  a  light  nor  a  convenient 
burden,  and  perceived  that  to  carry  them  back 
by  the  way  she  had  come  would  be  a  more 
arduous  and  fatiguing  task  than  she  had 
imagined.  When,  therefore,  she  found  there 
was  a  path  across  the  fields  which  would  lead 
up  to  the  high  road,  and  shorten  the  way  by  at 
least  half  a  mile,  the  temptation  was  too  strong 
for  her,  and,  disregarding  Mat's  warnings,  as 
that  young  man  had  expected  her  to  do,  she 
ventured  fearlessly  on  the  short  cut.  Half  a 
dozen  unkempt  children  laughed  and  yelled  at 
her  as  she  passed ;  a  few  rough-looking  women 
whispered  to  each  other  at  the  doors  of  their 
dirty  cottages ;  while  a  man,  who  was  leaning 
against  a  wall  smoking  a  short  black  pipe,  slunk 
out  of  her  way,  as  if  conscious  that  she  belonged 
to  a  higher  type  of  civilisation.  Mat  was  right : 
Long  Sedge  Bank  was  a  rough  place.  The  in- 
habitants looked  wild  and  out  of  touch  with  the 
rest  of  humanity ;  the  long  rows  of  small  brick 
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cottages,  many  of  which  were  windowless  and 
deserted,    looked  squalid   and   miserable,  while 
over  everything  was  that  black  and  grimy  look 
which  the  neighbourhood  of  a  coal  pit  produces. 
It  was  Saturday  afternoon,  and  the  pits  were 
idle.      A  great  black  wheel,   towering   over   a 
mound   on   the   right,    showed   where   lay    the 
entrance  to  the  nearest  shaft.     Eound  the  door 
of  a  beerhouse,  smaller  and  much  more  disre- 
putable-looking  than  the   Collier's  Arms,   was 
a  group  of  men  and  boys,  spending  their  half- 
holiday  in  dull  and  noisy  fashion.     They  were 
a   rough-looking   lot,    and  Olivia   passed  them 
quickly.     Her  way  lay  along  a  cinder  path  over 
the  fields,  and  for  some  time  she  got  on  very 
well,  meeting  no  one,  and  enjoying  the  frosty 
afternoon.     Just  as  she  ran  through  a  turnstile 
and  followed  the  sudden  turn  of  the  path  to  the 
left,  however,  a  man  started  up  from  the  ground, 
called  out  "  Hallo,   missis  ! "  and  attempted  to 
seize  one  of  her  feet.     She   was   startled   into 
uttering  a  low  exclamation,  and,  rightly  judging 
that  the  man  was  drunk,  she  ran  on  as  fast  as 
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she  could,  hoping  to  get  beyond  his  pursuit 
before  he  could  get  upon  his  legs.  But  a 
drunken  man  may  be  able  to  run  when  he 
cannot  walk ;  and  Olivia's  assailant,  who  was 
a  stalwart  young  collier  with  a  blear-eyed  and 
most  unprepossessing  face,  gave  chase  in  good 
earnest,  and  came  up  with  her  just  as  she  came 
to  a  barrier  between  two  fields  in  the  shape  of  a 
very  high  and  very  primitive  stile.  Seeing  she 
had  no  time  to  get  over  it  in  safety,  the  girl 
put  down  her  basket  close  by  the  hedge,  turned 
suddenly,  and  faced  her  pursuer. 

For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  felt  tho- 
roughly frightened,  for  the  young  man  looked 
brutal  and  reckless;  but  she  had  plenty  of 
courage,  and  the  terror  she  felt  showed  neither  in 
her  face,  her  attitude,  nor  in  her  resonant  voice. 

*•  What  do  you  want  ?  " 

He  reeled,  not  having  expected  her  sudden 
movement. 

"  Ah  want  a  look  at  tha  pretty  feace,  meh 
dear,'*  said  he,  only  just  distinctly  enough  for 
her  to  understand  him. 
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And  he  gave  her  a  tipsy  leer  of  admiration. 

"  And  now  will  yon  be  kind  enough  to  pass 
on  ?  "  said  she,  in  a  firm  tone.  "  Or  to  let  me 
pass  on  without  further  hindrance  ?  " 

"  Ah'm  not  a-hinderin  of  tha/'  said  the 
young  man,  who  was  trying  to  stand  steadily 
in  proximity  much  too  close  to  be  pleasant. 
"  Tha  can  goa  wheer  tha  loikest." 

Olivia  looked  at  him  doubtfully,  but  as  he 
made  for  the  moment  no  attempt  to  molest  her, 
she  began  to  feel  reassured.  "  Gro  back,  then," 
said  she,  ''  and  let  me  go  on." 

"Nea,"  said  he,  shaking  his  head  with  an 
ugly  grin  ;  "  Ah'm  goin'  to  help  tha  over  t'  stile. 
Ah'll  carry  tha  whisket  for  tha  if  tha'rt  civil." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Olivia,  taking  the  fellow's 
offers  as  if  they  w^ere  courtesies,  ''  but  I  want  no 
Velp,  either  for  myself  or  my  basket.  If  you 
wish  to  do  me  a  service,  you  will  go  back  and 
let  me  go  on." 

*'Ah  maun  see  tha  over  t'  stile  first,"  said 
he.     ^'  Coom,  missis,  doan't  be  shy." 

He  swooped  down  upon  her  basket,  which 
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she  snatched  up  so  quickly  that  he  lost  his 
balance  and  fell  against  the  wooden  fence.  With 
a  rapid  step  she  got  round  him,  basket  and  all, 
and  was  in  the  act  of  mounting  the  first  step  of 
the  stile  when  the  young  ruffian,  perceiving  her 
purpose  and  enraged  at  a  blow  he  had  received 
in  stumbling,  lurched  round  with  unexpected 
agility,  and  laid  a  rough  hand  on  her  arm.  She 
tried  to  wrench  herself  free,  but  the  muscular 
strength  she  was  so  proud  of  was  as  a  child^s 
feebleness  against  the  brute  force  of  this  man. 
It  had  never  before  happened  to  her  to  feel 
powerless  like  this.  With  teeth  clenched  hard, 
and  eyes  watching  intently  for  a  moment's  ad- 
vantage, she  wrestled  in  utter  silence  with  the 
man,  who  tried  to  force  her  to  mount  the  stile. 

*'  Tha'd  better  not  give  ma  so  mooch  trouble, 
ma  bonny  madam,"  said  he,  roughly.  "  Tha'll 
only  have  to  pay  for  't  on  t'  other  side.  An' 
Ah'll  tak'  a  buss  now  to  goa  on  wi'." 

He  put  his  arm  round  her  waist  and  tried 
to  kiss  her ;  Olivia  fought  fiercely,  still  without 
uttering  a  word.  In  the  midst  of  her  desperate 
o  2 


212  ST.  cuthbert's  tower. 

struggles  her  assailant  saw  the  girl's  face  change 
— light  up  with  hope,  with  expectancy.  Then, 
with  all  the  force  of  her  lungs,  she  suddenly 
shouted,  "Help!"  For  a  moment  the  collier 
was  surprised  into  desisting  from  his  attack, 
hut  before  she  could  take  advantage  of  this  he 
recovered  himself,  and  putting  one  rough  and 
dirty  hand  over  her  mouth,  growled  sullenly — 

"  Nea,  theer  bean't  no  help  for  tha  till  Ah've 
done  with  tha." 

Closing  his  strong  fingers  on  her  face,  he 
pulled  her  head  round  with  brutal  violence,  and 
had  his  own  repulsive  face  close  to  hers,  when 
he  suddenly  felt  one  stroug  hand  laid  on  his 
shoulder  and  another  under  his  chin,  and  his 
head  being  forced  back  with  a  jerk,  he  found 
that  he  was  in  the  vigorous  clutches  of  the  vicar 
of  St.  Cuthbert's. 

"  Dang  tha !  It's  t'  feightin'  parson  !  "  cried 
the  rough  in  a  surly  tone . 

"  Yes,  and  I'm  going  to  exercise  my  fists 
on  your  ugly  face  as  soon  as  ever  you're  sober, 
you   hulking   vagabond  !  "    said   Mr.    Brander, 
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witli  a  conspicuous  lack  of  pastoral  meekness. 
The  man  had  fallen  back,  and,  half  drunk  as  he 
was,  looked  ashamed  of  himself. 

"  Tha  maun  look  out  for  thaself  if  tha  tries 
that  on,"  he  said,  sullenly.  Then  with  more 
assurance  he  went  on,  ''  Dunna  think  Ah  care 
for  tha  bein'  t'  parson.  It  ain't  mooch  of  a 
parson  tha'lt  be  when  all's  known.  Ay,"  he 
continued,  seeing  that  these  vague  words  were 
not  without  effect,  "  theer's  a  mon  abaht  as 
wants  tha,  an'  as  woan't  rest  till  e's  gotten  tha, 
and  maybe  before  tha  takes  oop  wi'  another  lass 
e'll  mak'  tha  give  an  account  o'  t'  one  tha  spirited 
away.     Now  coom  on  if  tha  loikes." 

And  he  put  himself  in  a  fighting  position. 

Mr.  Brander  pushed  him  on  one  side  so  that 
he  staggered,  and  picking  up  Olivia's  basket, 
signed  to  her  to  get  over  the  stile,  while  he 
turned  to  give  a  few  short  and  sharp  words  of 
farewell  to  the  discomfited  collier.  A  few  seconds 
later  Olivia,  who  had  walked  quickly  on  in  shame, 
relief,  and  confusion,  heard  the  vicar's  voice  close 
behind  her. 
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"  And  now,  Miss  Denison,  IVe  a  sermon 
ready  for  you." 

Coming  up  with  her,  he  saw  that  the  girl, 
who  made  no  answer,  had  tears  in  her  eyes. 

"  No,  I'm  not  going  to  have  any  mercy  on 
you  because  you  choose  to  cry,"  said  he,  piti- 
lessly. "  It's  no  fairer  of  a  girl  to  use  her  tears 
against  a  man  than  it  is  for  a  man  to  use  his 
fists  against  a  woman.  If  you  don't  instantly 
leave  off,  I  shall  feel  at  liberty  to  hit  you.  You 
know  you  deserve  it." 

*'Ho-ow?  "  asked  she,  tremulously. 

''  How  !  Why,  by  disregarding  the  emphatic 
warnings,  not  of  one  friend,  but  of  two,  and  by 
dragging  out  a  poor  parson,  on  Saturday,  his 
sermon  day,  to  protect  you  from  the  consequences 
of  your  folly." 

"  Dragging  you  out !  " 

*'  Yes.  This  morning  comes  Mat  Oldshaw 
post-haste  to  me  just  before  luncheon  to  say  you 
were  goiug  off  on  a  wild-goose — no,  on  a  tame- 
hen — chase  to  Long  Sedge  Bend,  and  that  he 
was  certain  you  would  come  back  over  the  Yery 
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fields  wliicli  lie  liad  just  assured  you  were  un- 
safe for  a  lady." 

"  But,  Mr.  Brander,"  put  in  Olivia,  in  real 
distress,  "  I've  always  been  used  to  take  care  of 
myself;  I  have  never  been  annoyed  before.  It's 
an  infamous  thing  that  a  girl  shouldn't  be  able 
to  do  what  her  powers  enable  her  to  do  just  as 
well  as  a  man  !  " 

"  Infamous,  perhaps,  but  indisputable.  It  is 
of  no  use  to  kick  against  custom." 

"  But  what  is  going  to  be  the  use  of  me,  if 
I,  a  great  strong  creature  who  can  do  lots  of 
work,  and  shall  soon  understand  farming  better 
than  papa,  can't  cross  the  road  without  a  foot- 
man at  my  heels  to  keep  off  tipsy  coal- miners  ? 
Oh,  dear,  I  wish  I  weren't  a  wretched  girl !  " 

"  You  couldn't  be  anything  else,  with  that 
illogical  mind,  and  that  extravagant  way  of 
looking  at  things." 

"  Illogical !  "  cried  she,  now  really  ofi*ended. 
"  "Why,  papa  says  I  have  the  most  reasonable 
head  he  ever  knew  !  " 

''  For  a  woman." 
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Olivia  was  at  first  too  much  offended  to  reply. 

"  I'm  papa's  right  hand,"  she  said  at  last, 
coldly.     "  I'm  just  like  a  son  to  him." 

"  I  think  not,  Miss  Denison,"  said  the  vicar, 
shaking  his  head. 

**  My  father  would  tell  you  so  himself,  Mr. 
Brander." 

"  And  I  should  not  believe  him,  Miss  Deni- 
son." 

Olivia  began  to  see  that  the  vicar  was  enjoy- 
ing her  indignation,  so  she  bit  her  lips  and  re- 
mamed  silent. 

"  Just  think,  now,  what  happens  when  you 
find  him  a  little  depressed  and  irritable.  Does 
he  dismiss  you  with  a  snub  as  he  would  one  of 
your  brothers  ?  Does  he  not  rather  submit  to 
a  little  coaxing,  allow  himself  to  be  *  brought 
round,'  and  receive  a  kiss  as  a  reward  ?  " 

"  Yes,  that  is  true,  certainly,"  said  she, 
smiling.  "  But  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
real  value  of  the  help  I  give  him." 

"  Oh,  but  it  has.  It  has,  on  the  contrary, 
everything  to  do  with  it.     Instead  of  complain- 
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ing  that  you  are  a  '  wretched  girl,'  yon  must 
learn  to  understand  that.  What  the  intrinsic 
value  of  your  services  may  be  I  don't  know ;  but 
if  you  had  the  abilities  of  a  Senior  Wrangler 
they  would  count  for  nothing  compared  with 
your  sympathy  and  love  for  him,  and  your  pretty 
feminine  way  of  showing  it.  And  so,  you  see, 
as  your  tender  womanhood  is  of  more  conse- 
quence to  us — I  mean  to  him — than  all  the  fine 
masculine  qualities  of  your  intellect,  you  must 
consent  to  accept  the  protection  we  decree  that 
your  womanhood  needs." 

"  Papa  doesn't  decree  it.  He  says  girls 
ought  to  learn  to  take  care  of  themselves." 

"  Will  he  say  so  after  to-day's  adventure,  do 
you  think  ?  " 

"  I  shan't  tell  him  anything  about  it." 

"  Then  I  shall,  unless  you  give  me  your 
word,  like  a  sensible  girl,  never  to  cross  these 
fields  alone  again." 

"Need  you  ask  that,  Mr.  Brander  ? "  said 
the  girl,  reddening. 

"  Well,  forgive  me.     I  don't  know  you  well 
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enough  to  be  sure  how  deep  the  headstrong  vein 
runs." 

"  I  am  miserably  sorry  and  ashamed  to  have 
brought  you  so  far  this  afternoon." 

"  Are  you  ?  Oh,  I  have  done  more  irksome 
things  than  that  in  my  time,  I  assure  you,"  said 
he  drily.  "  Besides,  I've  only  come  from  St. 
Cuthbert's.  I'm  back  again  in  my  own  parson- 
age to-day,  you  know,  for  my  brother  and  sister- 
in-law  are  expected  this  afternoon." 

"Are  they?  "  said  she.  ''  I  am  so  anxious 
to  see  them,  especially  Mrs.  Brander." 

"  Make  haste  on  to  the  high  road  then.  The 
pony  cart  has  gone  to  meet  them,  and  they  gene- 
rally come  this  way  round  from  Matherham." 

They  were  within  a  short  distance  of  the 
road  when  Mr.  Brander  descried  a  little  way  off 
his  sister-in-law's  light  wood  cart  and  plump  cob 
pony.  Quickening  their  pace,  Olivia  excited  and 
curious,  her  companion  decidedly  nervous,  they 
climbed  the  last  steps  of  the  hill,  and  reached 
the  high  road  a  few  moments  before  the  cart 
came  up.     They  stopped  to  recover  their  breath, 
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exchanging  a  merry  word  or  two  as  tliey  waited. 
As  they  drove  up,  Olivia,  who  had  splendid  eye- 
sight, could  see  what  a  handsome  pair  the  vicar 
of  Eishton  and  his  wife  were.  He  was  fair, 
serene,  portly,  good-humoured;  she  dark,  erect, 
and  blooming.  They  were  conversing  amicably 
as  they  came  along,  and  did  not  notice  the  two 
people  waiting  b}^  the  roadside  until  they  were 
close  upon  them,  and  Yernon  Brander  accosted 
them.  Olivia  wondered  at  the  nervous  tremor 
in  his  voice  as  he  did  so. 

But  she  was  still  more  surprised  at  the  effect 
of  this  meeting  upon  the  lady  and  gentleman 
in  the  cart.  The  serenity  of  the  portly  vicar 
clouded  at  sight  of  his  brother ;  an  indescribable 
change  came  over  his  face — a  look  which  was 
not  exactly  disapproval,  or  doubt,  or  suspicion,  or 
mistrust,  though  it  partook  of  all  those  qualities, 
as  he  glanced  from  Mr.  Yernon  Brander  to  the 
beautiful  girl  at  his  side.  The  expression  of  the 
lady  spoke  more  plainly  still.  Her  eyes  moved 
quickly  from  the  man  to  the  woman  and  back 
again,  while  her  lips  tightened  and  her  forehead 
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puckered  with  evident  consternation.  Both  lady 
and  gentleman,  whatever  the  cause  of  their 
annoyance  might  be,  were  self-possessed  enough 
to  give  Miss  Denison  a  kind  and  courteous  greet- 
ing when  Mr.  Vernon  Brander,  with  evident 
nervousness,  introduced  her.  Learning  that 
Olivia  had  been  buying  poultry,  Mrs.  Brander 
inspected  the  purchase  with  great  interest,  but 
pronounced  two  of  the  birds  to  be  very  old 
roosters  indeed.  She  then  told  her  brother-in- 
law  that  they  were  going  straight  home  to  an 
early  dinner,  and  told  him  to  make  haste  to  the 
Yicarage,  as  they  should  expect  him  to  join  them. 
Then  they  drove  off,  leaving  OHvia  with  the 
uncomfortable  impression  that  they  disapproved 
of  her  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Vernon  Brander 
in  the  strongest  possible  manner. 
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Heroes  of  Britain  in  Peace  and  War.     In  Two  Vols.,  with  300  Original  Illus- 
trations.    5s.  each  ;  or  One  Vol.,  library  binding,  los.  6d. 

Holy  Land  and  the  Bible,  The.      By  the  Rev.  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D. 

With  Map.     Two  Vols.     24s. 

Homes,  Our,  and  How  to  Make  them   Healthy.     By  Eminent  Authorities. 

Illustrated.     15s.  ;  roxburgh,  i8s. 

Horse-Keeper,    The   Practical.      By  George   Fleming,   LL.D.-,   F.R.C.V.S. 

Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
Horse,  The  Book  of  the.     By  Samuel  Sidney.     With  28  facsimile  Coloured 
Plates.     Demy  4to,  35s.  ;  half-morocco,  ;^2  5s. 

Horses,  The  Simple  Ailments  of.     By  W.  F.     Illustrated.    5s. 
Household  Guide,  Cassell's.     With  Illustrations  and  Coloured  Plates.     New  and 
Revised  Edition,  complete  in  Four  Vols.,  20s. 

How  Dante  Climbed  the  Mountain.     By  Rose  Emily  Selfe.     With  Eight 

Full-page  Engravings  by  Gustave  Dore.     2s. 

How  Women  may  Earn  a  Living.     By  Mercy  Grogan.     is. 

Imperial  White  Books.      In  Quarterly  Vols.      los.  6d.  per  annum,   post  free  ; 

to  subscribers  separately,  3s.  6d.  each. 
India,  Cassell's  History  of.  By  the  late  James  Grant.  With  400  Illustrations.  153. 
India:  the  Land  and  the  People.     By  Sir  James  Caird,  K.C.B.     ios.  6d. 
In-door  Amusements,  Card  Games,  and  Fireside  Fun,  Cassell's.    3s.  6d. 
Industrial  Remuneration  Conference.    The  Report  of.    2s.  6d. 
Insect  Variety :  its  Propagation  and  Distribution.    ByA.  H.  Swinton.  7s.  6d. 
Irish  Parliament,  The,  What  it  Was,  and  What  it  Did.      By  J.   G.   Swift 

McNeill,  M.A.,  M.P.     is. 

Irish  Parliament,  A  Miniature  History  of  the.    By  J.  C.  Haslam.    3d. 
Irish  Union ;  Before  and  After.     By  A.  K.  Connell,  M.  A.    2s.  6d. 
John  Parmelee's  Curse.     By  Julian  Hawthorne.     2s.  6d. 
Kennel  Guide,  Practical  By  Dr.  Gordon  Stables.  Illustrated.  Cheap  Edition,  is. 
Kidnapped.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson.     Illustrated  Edition.     5s. 
King  Solomon's  Mines.    By  H.  Rider  Haggard.     Illustrated  Edition.     5s. 
Khiva,  A  Ride  to.     By  Col.  Fred  Burnaby.     is.  6d. 
Ladies'  Physician,  The.     By  a  London  Physician.     6s. 
Lady  Biddy  Fane.     By  Frank  Barrett.     Three  Vols.     Cloth,  31s.  6d. 
I«ady's  World,  The.  An  Illustrated  Magazine  of  Fashion  and  Society.  Yrly,  Vol.  i8s. 
Land  Question,  The.    By  Prof.  J.  Elliot,  M.R.A.C.    Including  the  Land  Scare 
-     and  Production  of  Cereals.     3s.  6d. 

Landscape  Painting  in   Oils,  A  Course   of  Lessons  in.    By  A.   F.  Grace. 

With  Nine  Reproductions  in  Colour.     Cheap  Edition,  255. 


Selections  from  Cassell  tl-  Company's  PtthHcations, 


Law,  About  Going  to.     Bv  A.  J.  Williams,  M.P,     2s.  6d. 
Laws  of  Every  Day  Life,  The.     By  H.  O.  Aknold-Fokster.     is.  6d. 
Letts's  Diaries  and  other  Time-saving  Publications  are  now  published  exclu- 
sively by  Casski.i.  I'v  Company.     (A  List  se>it  post  free  on  application.') 
Local  Dual  Standards.     By  John  Hknky  Nokman.    (jold  and  Silver  Standard 

Currencies,     is. 

Local  Government  in  England  and  Germany.     By  the  Rt.  lion.  Sir  Robert 

MOKIER,   G.C.B.,   ."^IC.       IS. 

London,  Brighton,  and  South  Coast  Railway,  The  Official  Illustrated  Guide 

to  the.      IS.  ;  cloth,  2S. 

London  and  North  Western  Railway,  The  Official  Illustrated  Guide  to  the. 

IS.  ;  cloth,  2S. 

London  and  South  Western  Railway,  The  Official  Illustrated  Guide  to  the. 

IS.  ;  cloth,  2S. 

London,   Greater.       By  Edward  Walford.      Two  Vols.      With  about  400 
Illustrations.     9s.  each.     Library  Edition.     Two  Vols,     ^i  the  set. 

London,  Old  and  New.     By  Walter  Thornbury  and  Edward  Walford. 

Six  Vols.,  each  containing  about  200  Illustrations  and  Maps.    Cloth,  9s.  each.    Library 
Edition.     Imitation  roxburgh,  £,-3,. 

Longfellow,  H.  W.,  Choice   Poems   by.      Illustrated  by   his  Son,  Ernest  W. 

Longfellow.     6s. 
Longfellow's  Poetical  Works.    Fhie-Art  Editioft.     Illustrated  throughout  with 

Original  Engravings.      Royal  4to,  cloth  gilt,  £2  3s.     Popular  Edition.     i6s. 

Luther,  Martin:   the  Man  and  his  Work.     By  Peter  Bayne,  LL.D.     Two 

Vols.,  24s. 
Marine  Painting.  By  Walter  W.  May,  R.I.  With  i6  Coloured  Plates.  Cloth,  5s. 
Mechanics,  The  Practical  Dictionary  of.     Containing  15,000  Drawings.     Four 

Vols.     21S.  each. 
Medicine,  Manuals  for  Students  of.    {A  List  fortuarded  post  free  on  application.) 
Midland  Railway,  The  Official  Illustrated  Guide  to  the.      New  and  Revised 

Edition,     is.  ;  cloth,  2S. 

Modem  Europe,  A  History  of.     By  C.  A.  Fyffe,  M.A.     Vol.  I.    From  1792  to 

1814.     i2s.     Vol.  II.     From  1814  to  1848.     I2S. 
Music,    Illustrated  History  of.      By  Emil  Naumann.      Edited  by  the   Rev. 

Sir  F.  A.  Gore  Ouselev,  Bart.     Illustrated.     T.wo  Vols.     31s.  6d. 
National   Library,    Cassell's.     In  Weekly  Volumes,  each  containing  about  192 

pages.     Paper  covers,  3d.  ;  cloth,  6d.     {A  List  0/  the  Volumes  already  published  sent 

post  free  on  application.) 

Natural  History,  Cassell's  Concise.     By  E.  Perceval  Wright,  M.A.,  M.D., 

F.L  S.     With  several  Hundred  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  ;  roxburgh,  los.  6d. 
Natural  History,  Cassell's  New.     Edited  by  Prof.  P.  Martin  Duncan,  M.B., 
F.R.S.,    F.G.S.     With   Contributions  by  Eminent  Scientific  Writers.      Complete  in 
Six  Vols.     With  about  2,000  high-class  Illustrations.     Extra  crown  410,  cloth,  gs.  each. 

Nature,  Short  Studies  from.     Illustrated.     Cheap  Edition.     2s.  6d. 
Neutral  Tint,  A  Course  of  Painting  in.     With  Twenty-four   Plates  by  R.  P. 
Leitch.     With  full  Instructions  to  the  Pupil.  '  5s. 

Nimrod  In  the  North ;   or,  Himting  and  Fishing  Adventures  in  the  Arctic 

Regions.     By  Lieut.  Schwatka.     Illustrated.     7s.  6d. 

Nursing  for  the  Home  and  for  the  Hospital,  A  Handbook  of.     By  Cathe- 

HiNE  J.   Wood.     Cheap  Edition,     is.  6d.  ;  cloth,  2s. 

Oil  Painting,  A  Manual  of.     By  Hon.  John  Collier.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

On  the  Equator.     Hy  H.  De  W.     Illustrated  with  Photos.     3s.  6d. 

Orion  the  Gold  Beater.    A  Novel.     By  Sylvanus  Cobb,  Junr.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Our  Own  Country.     Six  Vols.     With  1,200  Illustrations.     Cloth,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Outdoor  Sports  and   Indoor  Amusements,   Cassell's  Book  of.     With  about 

9C0  Illustrations.     Cheap  Edition.     992  pages,  medium  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Paris,  Cassell's  Illustrated  Guide  to.    Cloth,  2s. 

Parliaments,    A   Diary   of  Two.     By  H.  W.  Lucy.     The  Disraeli  Parliament, 

1B74— iS3q.     12s.     The  Gladstone  Parliament,  1881— 1886.     12s. 

Paxton's  Flower  Garden.    By  Sir  Joseph  Paxton  and  Prof.  Lindley.  Revised 

by  Thomas  Bainks,  F.R.H.S.     Three  Vols.    With  100  Coloured  Plates.    £t  is.  each. 

Peoples  of  the  World,  The.    By  Dr.  Robert  Brown.   Complete  in  Six  Volumes. 

With  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  each. 

Phantom  City,  The.     By  W.  West  all.     5s. 

Photography  for  Amateurs.  ByT.  C.  Hepwokth.  Illustrated,  is.  ;  or  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Selections  from   Cassell  <£•  Company'' s  Piihlirations. 


Phrase  and  Fable,  Dictionary  of.     By  the  Rev,  Dr.  Brewer.     Cheap  Edition, 

Enlarged,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  or  with  leather  back,  4s.  6d. 
Picturesque  America.     Complete  in  Four  Vols. ,  with  48  Exquisite  Steel  Plates, 

and  about  800  Original  Wood  Engravings.    £2.  2s.  each. 
Picturesque    Canada.       With  about  600    Original    Illustrations.      Two  Vols., 

£-i,  3s.  each. 
Picturesque  Europe.    Complete  in  Five  Vols.    Each  containing  13  Exquisite  Steel 

Plates,    from   Original   Drawings,  and  nearly  200  Original    Illustrations.      £\o  ids.; 

half-morocco,  £\s  15s. ;  morocco  gilt,  £,i(i  5s.   The  Popular  Edition  is  now  complete 

in  Five  Vols.,  18s.  each. 

Pigeon  Keeper,  The  Practical.     By  Lewis  Wright.     Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 
Pigeons,  The  Book  of.   By  Robert  Fulton.   Edited  by  Lewis  Wright.  With 

50  Coloured  Plates  and  numerous  Wood  Engravings.     31s.  6^,  ;  half-morocco,  £2  2s. 
Pocket  Guide  to  Europe  (Cassell's).     Size  51  in.  x  3!  in.     Leather,  6s. 
Poems,  Representative  of  Living  Poets,  American  and  English.    Selected  by 

the  Poets  themselves.     15s. 

Poets,  CasseU's  Miniature  Library  of  the  :— 

Burns.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each ;  or  cloth, 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Byron.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each 


_  ,  or  cloth, 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Hood.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each  ;  or  cloth, 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Longfellow.     Two  Vols.     Cloth,  is.  each  ;  or 

cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 


Milton.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.  each  ;  or  cloth, 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Soott.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  IS.  each;  or  cloth, 

gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Sheridan  and  G-oldsmith..   2  Vols.   Cloth,  is. 

each  ;  or  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d.  the  set. 
Wordsvp-orth.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  is.   each ; 

or  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2S.  6d.  the  set. 


Shakespeare.    Twelve  Vols.,  half  cloth,  in  box,  12s. 

Popular  Library,  Cassell's.  A  Series  of  New  and  Original  Works.  Cloth,  is.  each. 


John  "Wesley. 

The  Story  of  the  English  Jacobins. 
Domestic  Folk  Lore. 
The  Rev.  Rowland.  Hill. 
Boswell  and  Johnson. 

History  of  the  Free-Trade  Movement  in 
England. 


IS. 


With  Coloured  Plates 
Popular  Edition.     With  Illustra- 


The  Russian  Empire. 
The   Religious    Revolution  in  the   Six- 
teenth Century. 
Enghsh  Journalism. 
Our  Colonial  Empire. 
The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of  Life. 

Post  Office  of  Fifty  Years  Ago,  The. 

Poultry  Keeper,  The  PracticaL     By  Lewis  Wright. 

and  Illustrations.     3s.  6d. 

Poultry,  The  Book  of.     By  Lewis  Wright. 

tions  on  Wood,  los.  6d. 

Poultry,  The  Illustrated  Book  of.     By  Lewis  Wright.    With  Fifty  Exquisite 
Coloured  Plates,  and  numerous  Wood  Engravings.  Cloth,  31s.  6d.  ;  half-morocco,  ;^2  2S. 

Pre-Raphaelites   (The  Italian)  in  the  National  Gallery.     By  Cosmo  Monk- 
house.     Illustrated,     is. 
Printing  Machinery  and  Letterpress  Printing,   Modern.      By  Fred.  J.  F. 

Wilson  and  Douglas  Gkev.     Illustrated.     21s. 
Queen  Victoria,  The  Life  and  Times  of.     By  Robert  Wilson.     Complete  in 

2  Vols.  With  numerous  Illustrations,  representing  the  Chief  Events  in  the  Life  of  the 
Queen,  and  Portraits  of  the  Leadmg  Celebrities  of  her  Reign.  Extra  crown  4to,  cloth 
gilt,  QS.  each. 

Queer  Race,  A.     By  W.  Westall.     5s. 

Rabbit-Keeper,  The  Practical.     By  Cuniculus.     Illustrated.     3s.  6d. 

Red  Library  of  English  and  American  Classics,  The.     Stiff  covers,  is.  each  ; 

cloth,  2S.  each. 


People  I  have  Met. 

The  Pathfinder. 

Evelina. 

Scott's  Poems. 

Last  of  the  Barons. 

Adventures   of   Mr.  Ledbury   and   his 

friend  Jack  Johnson. 
Ivanhoe. 
Oliver  Twist. 

Selections  from  Hood's  Works. 
Long-fellow's  Prose  Works. 
Bense  and  Sensibility, 
tytton's  Plays.  [Harte). 

Tales,     Poems,     and     Sketches     (Bret 
Martin  Chuzzlewit.    Two  Vols. 
The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David. 
Sheridan's  Plays. 
IJnele  Tom's  Cabin. 
Deerslayer. 
Eugene  Aram. 
Jack  Hinton,  the  Guardsman. 


The  TaUsman. 


Rome  and  the  Early  Christians. 

The  Trials  of  Margaret  Lyndsay. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe.    Prose  and  Poetry,  Selec- 

Old  Mortality.  [tions  from. 

The  Hour  and  the  Man. 

Washington  Irving's  Sketeh-Book. 

Last  Days  of  Palmyra. 

Tales  of  the  Borders. 

Pride  and  Prejudice. 

Last  of  the  Mohicans. 

Heart  of  Midlothian. 

Last  Days  of  Pompeii. 

Yellowplush  Papers 

Handy  Andy. 

Selected  Plays. 

American  Humour. 

Sketches  by  Boz. 

Maeaulay's  Lays  and  Selected  Essays. 

Harry  Lorrequer. 

Old  Curiosity  Shop. 

Rienzi, 


Pickwick  (Two  Vols.).       I        Scarlet  Letter. 


Selections  from   Cassell  f   Company''  s  Publications. 


Royal  River,  The :  The  Thames,  from  Source  to  Sea.     With  Descriptive  Text 

and  a  Series  of  beautiful  Engravings.     ;^2  2S. 
Russia.     By  Sir  DONALD  Mackenzik  Wallace,  M.A.     5s. 
Russo-Tiirkish  War,  Cassell's  History  of.     Witli  about  500  Illustrations.     Two 

\'ols.,  OS.  each  ;  library  binding,  One  Vol.,  15s. 

Saturday  Journal,  Cassell's.    Yearly  Vols. ,  7s.  6cl. 

Science    for  All.     Edited  by  Dr.  Robert  Bkown,  M.A.,  F.L.S.,  &c.      With 

i,5cx)  Illustrations.      Five  Vols.,  9s.  each. 

Sea,    The:    Its    Stirring    Story    of    Adventure,    Peril,    and    Heroism.     By 

F.  Wnv.MiKK.     With  400  Illustrations.     Four  Vols.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Section  558,   or  the    Fatal    Letter.     A  Novel.     By  Julian    Hawthorne. 

Boards,  2S.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Sent  Back  by  the  Angels.     And  other  Ballads  of  Home  and  Homely  Life.     By 

Frederick  Lancjbriuge,  M.A.     4s.  6d.     Popular  Edition,  i?,. 
Sepia  Painting,  A  Course  of.     Two  Vols. ,  with  Twelve  Coloured  Plates  in  each, 

and  numerous  Engravings.     Each,  3s.     Also  in  One  Volume,  5s. 

Shaftesbury,  The  Seventh  Earl  of,  K.G.,  The  Life  and  Work  of.    By  Edwin 

HoDDEK.     With  Portraits.     Three  Vols.,  36s.     Fo/>7(inr  Ediiion,  in  One  Vol.,  7s.  6d. 

Shakspere,  The  International.    Edition  de  luxe. 

"  King  Henry  IV."     Illustrated  by  Herr  Eduard  Grutzner.     ^-^  los. 
"As  Vou  Like  It."     Illustrated  by  Mons.  Emile  Bayard.     ^3  ids. 
"Romeo  and  Juliet."     Illustrated  by  Frank  Dicksee,  A.R.A.     ;^5  5s. 
Shakspere,  The  Leopold.     With  400  Illustrations,  and  an  Introduction  by  F.  J. 
Flrnivall.  Small  4to,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d.  ;  half-morocco,  los.  6d.  ;  full  morocco,  ;^i  is. 
Clienp  Edition.  3s.  6d. 

Shakspere,  The  Royal.     With  Exquisite  Steel   Plates  and  Wood  Engravings. 

Three  Vols.     15s.  each. 

Shakespeare,  Cassell's  Quarto  Edition.   Edited  by  Charles  and  Mary  Cowden 

Clarke,  and   containing  about   600   Illustrations   by   H.    C.    Selous.     Complete  in 

Three  Vols.,  cloth  gilt,  £^  3s. — Also  published  in  Three  separate  Volumes,  in  cloth, 

viz.  : — The  Comedies,  21s. ;  The  Historical  Plays,  18s.  6d.  ;  The  Tragedies,  25s. 

Shakespeare,  Miniature.      Illustrated.      In  Twelve  Vols.,  in  box,   12s.  ;    or  in 

Red  Paste  Grain  (box  to  match),  with  spring  catch,  lettered  in  gold,  21s. 

Shakespearean  Scenes  and  Characters.  Illustrative  of  Thirty  Plays  of  Shake- 
speare. With  Thirty  Steel  Plates  and  Ten  Wood  Engravings.  The  Text  written  by 
Austin  Brereton.     Royal  4to,  21s. 

Sketching  from  Nature  in  Water  Colours.     By  Aaron  Penley.    With  Illus 

trations  iti  Chromo-Lithography.     155. 

Skin  and  Hair,  The  Management  of  the.     By  Malcolm  Morris,  F.  R.  C.S.    2s. 

Sonnets  and  Quatorzains.     By  Chrys,  M.A.  (Oxon),     5s. 

Standards,  Local  Dual.     By  John  Henry  Norman,     is. 

Steam  Engine,  The  Theory  and  Action  of  the :  for  Practical  Men.     By  W.  H. 

Nokthcott,  CT%.     3s.  6ii. 
Stock  Exchange  Year-Book,  The.     By  Thomas  Skinner.     12s.  6d. 
Summer  Tide,  Little  Folks  Holiday  Number,     is. 
Sunlight  and  Shade.     With  numerous  ICxquisite  Engravings.     7s.  6d. 
Surgery,  Memorials  of  the  Craft  of,  in  England.      With  an  Introduction  by 

Sir  James  Pa(;kt.     21s. 
Thackeray,  Character  Sketches  from.      Six  New  and  Original   Drawings  by 

Frem:i.ick    BAk.NAKD,  repruduced  in  Photogravure.     21s. 

Thorah,  The  Yoke  of  the,  A  Novel.  By  Sidney  Luska.  Boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  3s.  6ri 
Three  and  Sixpenny  Library  of  Standard  Tales,  &c.    All  Illustrated  and  bounn 

in  cloth  gilt.     Crown  8vo.     3s.  6d.  each. 


Jane  Austen  and  her  Works. 

Mission  Life  in  Greece  and  Palestine. 

The  Romance  of  Trade. 

The  Three  Homes. 

Deepdale  Vicarage. 

In  Duty  Bound. 

The  Half  Sisters. 


Peggy  Oelivie's  Inheritance. 

The  Family  Honour. 

Esther  "West. 

Working  to  Win. 

Krilof  and    his    Fables.      By  W. 

Kalston,  M.A. 
Fairy  Tales.     By  Prof.  Morley. 


Tot  Book  for  all  Public  Examinations.     By  W,  S,  Thomson,  M.A.     is. 
Town  Holdings,     is, 


Selections  from  Cassell  A:  Co7npany's  Publications. 


Tragedy  of  Brinkwater,  The.  A  Novel.    By  Martha  L.  Moodey.     Boards,  2s. ; 

cloth,  c(s.  6d. 

Tragic  Mystery,  A.  A  Novel,  By  Julian  Hawthorne.  Boards,  2s.  ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Treasure  Island.     By  R.  L.  Stevenson.     Illustrated,  ss. 

Tree   Painting  in  Water   Colours.       By  W.    H.   J.  Boot.      With  Eighteen 

Coloured  Plates,  and  valuable  instructions  by  the  Artist.      5s. 
Trees,  Familiar.     By  G.  S.  Boulger,  F.L.S.,  F.G.S.     Two  Series.     With  Forty 
full-page  Coloured  Plates,  from  Original  Paintings  by  W.  H.  J.  Boot.    12s.  6d.  each. 

Twenty  Photogravures  of  Pictures  in  the   Salon   of  1885,   by  the  leading 

French  Artists.     In  Portfolio.     Only  a  limited  number  of  copies  have  been  produced, 
terms  for  which  can  be  obtained  of  all  Booksellers. 

"Unicode":    The  Universal   Telegraphic   Phrase  Book.      Pocket  and  Desk 

Editions.     2S  6d.  each. 

United  States,  Cassell's  History  of  the.  By  the  late  Edmund  Ollier.  With  600 

Illustrations.     Three  Vols.    gs.  each. 
United  States,  The  Youth's  History  of.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     Illustrated. 
Four  Vols.     36s. 

Universal  History,  Cassell's  Illustrated.  With  nearly  One  Thousand 
Illustrations.  Vol.  I.  Early  and  Greek  History. — Vol.  II.  The  Roman  Period. — 
Vol.  III.  The  Middle  Ages.— Vol.  IV.  Modern  History,     gs.  each. 

Vaccination  Vindicated.  An  Answer  to  the  leading  Anti- Vaccinators.  By  John 
C.  McVail,  M.D.,  D.P.H.  Camb.    5s. 

Veiled  Beyond,  The.     A  Novel.     By  S.  B.  Alexander.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Vicar  of  Wakefield  and  other  Works   by  Oliver  Goldsmith.     Illustrated. 

3s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
Water-Colour  Painting,  A  Course  of      With  Twenty-four  Coloured  Plates  by 

R.  P.  Leitch,  and  full  Instructions  to  the  Pupil.  5s. 
What  Girls  Can  Do.  By  Phyllis  Browne.  2s.  6d. 
Who  is  John  Noman  ?    A  Novel.     By  Charles  Henry  Beckett.     Boards,  2s. ; 

Cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Wild  Birds,  Familiar.     By  W.  Swaysland.      Four  Series.     With  40  Coloured 

Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 
Wild  nowers,  Familiar.     By  F.  E.  Hulme,  F.L.S.,  F.S.A.     Five  Series.     With 

40  Coloured  Plates  in  each.     12s.  6d.  each. 

Wise  Woman,  The.     By  George  Macdonald.     2s.  6d. 

Woman's  World,  The.    Yearly  Volume.     i8s. 

World  of  Wit  and  Humour,  The.   With  400  Illustrations.     Cloth,  7s.  6d.  ;  cloth 

gilt,  gilt  edges,  los.  6d. 
World  of  Wonders,  The.     Two  Vols.     With  400  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  each. 
World's  Lumber  Room,  The.     By  Selina  Gaye.     Illustrated.     2s.  6d.     . 
Yule  Tide.    Cassell's  Christmas  Annual,     is. 

ILL  USTRA  TED  MA  GAZINES. 
The    QuiveV,  for  Sunday  and  General  Heading.     Monthly,  6d. 

CasselVs  Family  Magazine*    Monthly,  yd. 

"  Little  Folks  '^  Magazine.    Monthly,  6d. 

The  Magazine  of  Art.    Monthly,  is. 

TJie  Woman's  World.    Monthly,  is. 

CasselVs  Saturday  Journal,    Weekly,  id. ;  Monthly,  6d. 

*J*  Full  particulars  of  CASSELL  &  COMPANY'S  Monthly  Serial  Publications 

will  be  found  in  Cassell  &  Company's  COMPLETE  CATALOGUE. 

Catalogues  of  Cassell  &  Company's  Publications,  which  may  be  had  at  all 

Booksellers',  or  will  be  sent  post  free  on  application  to  the  Publishers  :— 
Cassell's    Complete    Catalogue,    containing    particulars    of    One    Thousand 

Volumes. 
Cassell's  Classified  Catalogue,  in  which  their  Works  are  arranged  according 

to  price,  from  Threepence  to  Twenty-Jive  Guineas. 
Cassell's    Educational    Catalogue,    containing    particulars    of    Cassell    & 
Company's  Educational  Works  and  Students'  Manuals. 

CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Ludsate  Hill,  London. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <fc  Company's  Publications. 


IBtbUa  antr  lUUgiaus  Marks, 

Bible,  The  Crown  Illustrated.     With  about  i.ooo  Original  Illustrations.     With 

References,  vie.      1,248  pages,  crown  410,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 

Bible,    Cassell's   Illustrated    Family.     With  900  Illustrations.      Leather,  gilt 

edges,  £1  I  OS.  ;  full  morocco,  £■>,  los. 
Bible  Dictionary,  Cassell's.    With  nearly  600  Illustrations.     7s.  6d.  ;   roxburgh, 

10s.  6d. 

Bible  Educator,  The.     Edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Plumptre,  D.D.     With 

Illustrations,  Maps,  &c.     Four  Vols.,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Bible  Work  at  Home  and  Abroad.     Yearly  Volume,  3s. 
Bible  Talks  about  Bible  Pictures.     Illustrated  by  Gustave  Doke  and  others. 

Large  4to,  5s. 

Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress  (Cassell's  Illustrated).    4to.    7s.  6d. 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  Illustrations.     Poptdar  Edition,  3s.  6d. 
Cbild's  Life  of  Christ,  The.     Complete  in  One  Handsome  Volume,  with  about 

200  Original  Illustrations.     Demy  4to,  gilt  edges,  21s. 

Child's  Bible,  The.  With  200  Illustrations.  Demy  4to,  830  pp.  145;'/^  Thousand. 
Cheap  Edition,  7s.  6d. 

Commentary,    The   New   Testament,  for  English  Readers.     Edited    by  the 

Rt.  Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord   Bishop  of  Gloucester  and   Bristol.     In  Three 
Volumes,  21s.  each. 

Vol.     I.— The  Pour  Gospels. 

Vol.    II.— Tlie  Acts,  Romans,  Corinthians,  Galatians. 

Vol.  III.— The  remaining  Books  of  the  New  Testament. 

Commentary,  The  Old  Testament,  for  English  Readers.     Edited  by  the  Rt. 
Rev.  C.  J.  Ellicott,  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Gloucester  and  Bristol.      Complete  in 
5  Vols.,  21s.  each. 
Vol.    I.— Genesis  to  Numbers.  I  Vol.  III.— Kings  I.  to  Esther. 

Vol.  II.— Deuteronomy  to  Samuel  II.  |  Vol.   IV.— Job  to  Isaiah. 

Vol.  v.— Jeremiah  to  Malachi. 

Dictionary  of  Religion,  The.  An  Encyclopaedia  ot  Christian  and  other 
Religious  Doctrines,  Denominations,  Sects,  Heresies,  Ecclesiastical  Terms,  History, 
Biography,  &c.  &c.   By  the  Rev.  William  Benham,  B.D.    Cloth.  21s.  ;  roxburgh,  25s.' 

Dore  Bible.  With  230  Illustrations  by  Gustave  DoRfi.  Origi^ml  Edition. 
Two  Vols.,  cloth,  £%  ;  best  morocco,  gilt  edges,  ;^i5. 

Early  Days  of  Christianity,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.  R.S. 
Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.,  24s.  ;  morocco,  £z  2s. 

Popular  Edition.      Complete  in  One  Volume,   cloth,   6s.  ;    cloth,   gilt   edges, 
7s.  6d.  ;  Persian  morocco,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 
Family  Prayer-Book,  The.     Edited  by  Rev.  Canon  Garbett,  M.A.,  and  Rev. 
S.  Martin.     Extra  crown  410,  cloth,  5s.  ;  morocco,  i8s. 

Geikie,  Cunningham,  D.D.,  Works  by:— 

The  Holy  Land  and  the  Bible.   A  Book  of  Scripture  Illustrations  gathered  in  Palestine     With 

Map.     Two  Vols.     24s. 
Hours  with  the  Bible.    Six  Vols.    6s.  each. 
Entering  on  Life.    3s.  6d. 
The  Precious  Promises.    2s.  6d. 
The  EngUsh  Reformation.    5s. 
Old  Testament  Characters.    6s. 
The  Life  and  Words  of  Christ.    Illustrated.     Two  Vols.,  cloth.  30s.     Library  Hdition    Two 

Vols.,  cloth,  30s.     Students' Hdition, TwoWoU.,  16s.    Cheap  Edition,  in  One  Vo\.   js.  6d. 

Glories    of   the    Man    of    Sorrows,    The.     Sermons  preached  at  St.  James's, 

Piccadilly.     By  the  Rev.  H.  G.  Bonavia  Hunt,   Mus.D.,  F.R.S.Edin.     2s.  6d. 
Gospel  of  Grace,  The.     By  a  Lindesie.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Helps  to  Belief     A  Series  of  Helpful  Manuals  on  the  Religious  Difficulties  of  the 
Day.      Edited    by  the    Rev.   Teignmoi;th  Shore,   M. A., 'Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to 
the  Queen.     Cloth,  is.  each. 
creation.    By  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Carlisle.      I    The  Morality  of  the  Old  Testament  Bv 
MIRACLES.       By   the    Kev.  Brownlow  Mait-  the  Rev.  Newman  Smyth,  D.D         ' 

land,  M.A.  ^ 

Prayer.    By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore.    I    The  Divinity  of  Our  Lord.    By  the  Lord 
M.A.  I  Bishop  of  Derry. 

The  atonement.    By  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Peterborough- 

G  H— 7.88 


Selections  from   CasseH  <t-  Company s  Publications. 


'Heart  Chords."    A  Series  of  Works  by  Eminent  Divines.     Bound  in  cloth,  red 

edges,  IS.  each. 
My  Father.    By  the  Right  Rev.  Ashton  Oxenden, 

■      "■  ■      of ^- 


late  Bishop  of  Montreal. 

My  Bible.  By  the  Rt.  Rev.  W.  Boyd  Carpenter, 
Bishop  of  Ripon. 

My  Work  for  God.  By  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
Cotterill. 

My  Object  in  Life.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Farrar,  D.D. 

My  Aspirations.   By  the  Rev.  G.  Matheson,  D.D. 

My  Emotional  Life.  By  tlie  Rev.  Preb.  Chad- 
wick   D.D. 

My  Body.     By  the  Rev.  Prof.  W.  G.  Blaikie,  D.D. 


My  Soul.     By  the  Rev.  P.  B.  Power,  M.A. 

My  Growth  in  Divine    Life.     By  the    Rev. 

Prebendary  Reynolds,  M.A. 
My  Hereafter.    By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Bicker- 

steth. 
My  "Walk  with  God.     By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean 

Montgomery. 
My  Aids  to  the  Divine  Life.     By  the  Very 

Rev.  Dean  Boyle. 
My  Sources  of  Strength.    By  the  Rev.  E.  E. 

Jenkins,    M.A.,    Secretary    of   the    Wesleyan 

Missionary  Society. 


Holy  Land  and  the  Bible,  The.  A  Book  of  Scripture  Illustrations  gathered  in 
Palestine.  By  the  Rev.  Cunningham  Geikie,  D.D.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  1,120 
pages,  with  Map.     Price  24s. 

"I  Must."  Short  Missionary  Bible  Readings.  By  Sophia  M.  Nugent. 
Enamelled  cover,  6d.  ;   cloth,  gilt  edges,  is. 

Life  Of  Christ,  The.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S.,  Chaplain 
in  Ordinary  to  the  Queen. 

Illustrated  Edition,  with  about  300  Original  Illustrations.      Extra  crown  410, 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  21s.  ;  morocco  antique,  42s. 

Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.     Cloth,  24s. ;  morocco,  42s. 

Popular  Edition,  in  One  Vol.    8vo,  cloth,  6s.;    cloth,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d.  ;    Persian 
morocco,  gilt  edges,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Luther,  Martin:  his  Life  and  Times.     By  Peter  Bayne,  LL.D.     Two  Vols., 

demy  8vo,  1,040  pages,  cloth,  24s. 

Marriage  Ring,  The.  By  William  Landels,  D.D.  Bound  in  white 
leatherette,  gilt  edges,  in  bo.x,  6s.  ;  French  morocco,  8s.  6d. 

Moses   and  Geology ;    or.   The   Harmony   of  the  Bible  with   Science.     By 

the  Rev.  Samuel  KiNNS,  Ph.D.,  F.R.A.S.     Illustrated.     Cheap  Editioti.     6s. 

Protestantism,  The  History  of.  By  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Wylie,  LL.D.  Containing 
upwards  of  600  Original  Illustrations.     Three  Vols.,  27s.  ;  Library  Edition,  30s. 

Quiver  Yearly  Volume,  The.  With  250  high-class  Illustrations.  7s.  6d.  -  Also 
Monthly,  6d. 

St.  George  for  England;  and  other  Sermons  preached  to  Children.  Fifth 
Edition.     By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M.A.     5s. 

St.  Paul,  The  Life  and   Work  of.      By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,   D.D., 
F.R.  S.,  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to  the  Queen. 
Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.,  cloth,  24s.  ;  calf,  42s. 

Illustrated   Edition,  complete  in  One  Volume,  with  about   300  Illustrations, 
£i  IS.  \  morocco,  £2.  2s. 

Popular    Edition.      One   Volume,    8vo,    cloth,    6s.  ;    cloth,    gilt   edges,  7s.  6d.  ; 
Persian  morocco,  los.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  15s. 

Secular  Life,  The  Gospel  of  the.  Sermons  preached  at  Oxford.  By  the  Hon. 
W.  H.  Fre.mantle,  Canon  of  Canterbury'.     5s. 

Shall  We  Know  One  Another?  By  the  Rt.  Rev.  J.  C.  Ryle,  D.D.,  Bishop  of 
Liverpool.     New  and  Enlarged  Edition.     Cloth  limp,  is. 

Twilight  of  Life,  The.     Words  of  Counsel  and  Comfort  lor  the  Aged.    By 

John  Ellerton,  M.A.     is.  6d. 

Voice  of  Time,  The     By  John  Stroud.    Cloth  gilt,  is, 


Selections  from   Caswell  d-   Conipany^s   Publicat'ons. 


St.  Matthew.    3s.  6ci. 

St.  Mark.    3s. 

St.  Luke.    3S.  6<1. 

St.  John.    is.  6d. 

The  Acts    of  the    Apostles. 


Titus,  Philemon,   Hebrews, 

and  James.    3s. 
Peter,  Jude,  and  John.    3s. 
The  Revelation.    3s. 
An  Introduction  to  the  New 

Testament.    2s.  6d. 


ffiburattonal  Morka  anb  .^tubntta'  iltanuals. 

Alphabet,  Cassell's  Pictorial.      Size,   35  inches  by   42^  inches.      Mounted  on 

Linen,  w  ith  rollers.      3s.  6d. 

Arithmetics,  The  Modern  School.     By  George  Ricks,  B.Sc.  Lond.    With  Test 

Cards.     {List  on  application.') 

Book-Keeping.     By  Tiikodoke  Jones.     For  Schools,  2s.  ;  or  cloth,  3s.    For 

THE  Million,  2s.  ;  or  cloth,  3s.     Books  for  Jones's  System,  Ruled  Sets  of,  2s. 

Chemistry,  The  Public  School.     By  J.  H.  Anderson,  M.A,     2s.  6d, 
Commentary,   The  New  Testament.      Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.      Handy 
Volume  Edition.     Suitable  for  School  and  general  use. 
Romans.    2s.  6d. 
Corinthians  I.  and  II.    3s. 
Qalatians,    Ephesians,    and 

Philippiaus.    3s. 
Colossians,      Thessalonians, 
3s.  6d.  '  I         and  Timothy.    3s. 

Commentary,  Old  Testament.     Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.     Handy  Volume 
Edition.     Suitable  for  School  and  general  use. 
Genesis.    3s.  6d.  I         Leviticus.    3s.  I  Deuteronomy.    2s.  6d. 

Exodus.    3s.  I         Numbers.    2s.  6d.  | 

Copy-Books,  CasseU's  Graduated.  Complete  in  18  Books.  2d.  each. 
Copy-Books,  The  Modem  School.  Complete  in  12  Books.  2d.  each. 
Drawing  Copies,  CasseU's  "New  Standard."    Fourteen  Books. 

Books  A  to  F,  for  Standards  I.  to  IV 2d.  each. 

„       G,  H,  K,  L,  M,  O,  for  Standards  V.  to  VII 3d.  each. 

„       N,  P, 4d.  each. 

Drawing  Copies,  Cassell's  Modem  School  Freehand.     First  Grade,  is.  ;  Second 

Grade,  2s. 

Electricity,  Practical.     By  Prof.  W.  E  Ayrton.    7s.  6d. 

Energy  and  Motion :  A  Text-Book  of  Elementary  Mechanics.    By  William 

Paice,  M.A.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
English  Literature,  A  First  Sketch  of,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 

Time.     By  Prof  Henry  Morley.     7s.  6d. 
Euclid,  Cassell's.     Edited  by  Prof.  Wallace,  M.A.     is. 
Euclid,  The  First  Four  Books  of.     In  paper,  6d.  ;  cloth,  gd. 
French  Reader,  Cassell's  Public  School.     By  Guillaume  S.  Conrad.    2s.  6d. 
French,  Cassell's  Lessons  in.     New  and  Revised  Edition.    Parts  I.  and  II.,  each 

2S.  6d.  ;  complete,  4s.  6d.     Key,  is.  6d. 
French-English  and  English-French  Dictionary.     Entirely  New  and  Enlarged 

Edition.     1,150  pages,  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Galbraith  and  Haughton's  Scientific  Manuals.     By  the  Rev.  Prof.  Galbraith, 

M.A.,  and  the  Rev.  P-  f.  Haughton,  M.D.,  D.C.L. 


Arithmetic.    3s.  6d. 

Plane  Trigonometry.    2s.  6d. 

Euclid.    Books  I.,  II.,  III.    2s.  6d.    Books  IV. 

v.,  VI.    2s.  6d. 
Mathematical  Tables.    3s.  6d. 
Mechanics.    3s.  6d. 


Natural  Philosophy.    3s.  6d. 

Optics.    2S.  6d. 

Hydrostatics.    3s.  6d. 

Astronomy.    5s. 

Steam  Engine.    3s.  6d. 

Algebra.    Part  I.,  cloth,  2s.  6d.     Complete,  7s.  6d. 


Tides  and  Tidal  Currents,  with  Tidal  Cards,  3s. 

Geometry,  First  Elements  of  Experimental,    By  Paul  Bicrt.  Fully  Illustrated. 

IS.  6d. 

Geometry,  Practical  Solid.     By  Major  Ross,  R.E.     2s. 
German  of  To-Day.     By  Dr.  Hrinemann.     is.  6d. 
German-English  and  English-German  Dictionary.    3s.  6d. 
German  Reading,  First  Lessons  in.     By  A.  Jagst.     Illustrated,     is. 
Handbook  of  New  Code  of  Regidations.     By  John  F.  Moss,     is.  ;  cloth,  2s. 
Historical  Course  for  Schools,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughouti     I,— Stories 

from    English     History,    l.^.       II. — The   Simple    Outline  of  English   History,    is.    3d. 
III. — The  Class  History  of  England,  2s.  6d. 

Historical   Cartoons,    CasseU's  Coloured.       Size  45  in.   x  35  in.       2s.  each. 

Mounted  on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  rollers,  5s.  each. 

Latin-English  Dictionary,  Cassell's.     Thoroughly  revised  and  corrected,  and  in 
part  re-written  by  J.  R.  V.  Marchant,  M.A.     3s.  6d. 


Selections  froffi  Cassell  d:  Company's  Publications. 


Latin-English  and  English-Latin  Dictionary.     By  J.   R.  Beard,  D.D.,  and  C. 

Beard,  B.A.     Crown  8vo,  914  pp.,  3s.  6d. 
Latin  Primer,  The  New.     By  Prof.  J.  P.  Postgate.     2s.  6d. 
Laws  of  Every-Day  Life.    For  the  Use  of  Schools.    By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster. 
IS.  6d. 

Lay  Texts   for  the  Young,    in   English  and   French.     By  Mrs.   Richard 

Strachey.     2s.  6d.  [is.  6d. 

Little  Folks'  History  of  England.  By  Isa  Craig-Knox.  With  30  Illustrations. 
Making  of  the  Home,  The  :  A  Book  of  Domestic  Economy  for  School  and  Home 

Use.     By  Mrs.  Samuel  A.  Barnett.     is.  6d. 

Marlborough  Books. 

Arittmetie  Examples.    3s-  I  French.  Exercises.    3s.  6d. 

Arithmetic  Riiles.    is.  6d.  I  French  Grammar.    2s.  6d. 

German  Grammar.    3s.  6d. 

Mechanics  and  Machine  Design,   Numerical  Examples  in  Practical.     By 

R.  G.  Blaine,  M.E.     With  Diagrams.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Music,  An  Elementary  Manual  of.    By  Henry  Leslie,     is. 

Popular  Educator,  Cassell' s.     New  ayid  Tlwroughly  Revised  Edition.     Illustrated 

throughout.     Complete  in  Six  Vols.,  5s.  each  ;  or  in  Three  Vols.,  half  calf,  42s.  the  set. 
Readers,   Cassell's   "Higher  Class":— "The  World's   Lumber  Room,"   Illus- 
trated, 2S.  6d.  ;    "  Short  Studies  from   Nature,"    Illustrated,   2s.  6d.  ;    "  The  World 

in  Pictures."     (Ten  in  Series.)     Cloth,  2s.  each. 
Readers,  Cassell's  Readable.      Carefully  graduated,  extremely  interesting,  and 

illustrated  throughout.     (List  on  application.) 
Readers,  Cassell's  Historical.     Illustrated  throughout,  printed  on  superior  paper, 

and  strongly  bound  in  cloth.     {List  on  application.) 
Readers  for  Infant   Schools,  Coloured.     Three   Books.      Each  containing  48 

pages,  including  8  pages  in  colours.     4d.  each. 
Reader,  The  Citizen.     By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster.     With  Preface  by  the  late 

Rt.  Hon.  W,  E.  FoRSTER,  M.P.     is.  6d. 
Readers,  The  Modern  Geographical.    Illustrated  throughout,  and  strongly  bound 

in  cloth.     (List  on  application.') 
Readers,  The  Modern  School.     Illustrated.     {List  on  application.) 
Reading  and  Spelling  Book,  Cassell's  Illustrated,    is. 
School  Bank  Manual,  A.     By  Agnes  Lambert.    6d. 
Shakspere  Reading  Book,  The.     By  H.  Courthope  Bowen,  M.A.    Illustrated. 

3s.  6d.     Also  issued  in  Three  Books,  is.  each 
Shakspere's  Plays  for  School  Use.     5  Books.     Illustrated.    6d.  each. 
"Slbjd,"  as  a  means  of  Teaching  the  Essential  Elements  of  Education. 

By  Emily  Lord.     6d. 
Spelling,  A  Complete  Manual  of.     By  J.  D.  Morell,  LL.D.     is. 
Technical  Manuals,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout : — 

Handrailing  and  Staireasing.    3s.  6d. 
Bricklayers,  Drawing  for.    3s. 


Building  Construction. 
Cabinet-Makers,  Drawing  for.    3s. 

-  ~  for.  3S. 


Machinists  &  Engineers,  Drawing  for.  4s.  6d. 
Model  Drawing.    3s. 

Orth.ographical    and    Isometrieal   Projec- 
tion.   2S. 
Practical  Perspective. 


Stonemasons,  Drawing  for.    3s. 

Applied     Mechanics.      By    Sir    R.    S.    Ball 

LL.D.    2S. 
Systematic    Drawing    and     Shading.      By 

Charles  Ryan.     2S. 


Carpenters  &  Joiners,  Drawing  for.  3s.  6d. 
Gothic  Stonework.    3s. 
Linear  Drawing  &  Practical  Geometry.  2s. 
Linear   Drawing    and    Projection.      The 

Two  Vols,  in  One,  3s.  6d. 
Metal-Plate  Workers,  Drawing  for.    3s. 
Technical  Educator,  Cassell's.     Illustrated  throughout.     Popular  Edition.    Four 

Vols.,  5s.  each. 
Technology,   Manuals   of.      Edited  by  Prof.  Ayrton,   F.R.S.,    and  Richard 
WoRMELL,  D.Sc,  M.A.     Illustrated  throughout. 
Tlie  Dyeing  of  Textile  Fabrics.    By  Prof. 


Design  in  Textile  Fabrics.    By  T.  R.  Ashen- 
hurst.    4s.  6d. 

Practical   Mechanics.     By  Prof.  Perry,  M.E. 
3S.  6d. 

Cutting  Tools  "Worked  by  Hand  and  Ma- 
chine.   By  Prof.  Smith.    3s.  6d. 
A  Prospectus  on  application. 

Test  Cards,  Cassell's  Combination.     In  sets.  is.  each. 
Test  Cards,  Cassell's  Modem  School.     In  sets.  is.  each. 
A  Copy  of  Cassell  and  Company^s  Complete  Catalogue  will 
be  forwarded  post  free  on  application. 


Hummel.     5s.  _    ^, 

Watcb  and  Clock  Making.    By  D.  Glasgow. 

4s.  6d. 
Steel  and  Iron.    By  Prof.  W.  H.  Greenwood, 

F.C.S..  M.I.C.E.,&c.    ss. 
Spinning  "Woollen  and  Worsted.     By  W. 

S.  McLaren,  M.P.     4s.  6d. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <fc  Company's  Publications. 


I800I1S  for  ^oung  '^tti^Xt. 

"Little  Folks"  Half-Yeaxly  Volume.     With  200  Illustrations,  with  Pictures  in 

Colour.     Boards,  3s.  6d.  ;  or  cloth  gilt,  5s. 

Bo-Peep.      A   Book  for  the   Little  Ones.      With   Original    Stories  and  Verses. 

Illustrated  throughout.     Yf^arly  Volume.     Boards,  2s.  6d.  ;  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 
Everyday  Heroes.     By  Lauka  Lane.     Illustrated.     Cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Legends  for  Lionel.     New  Picture  Book  by  Walter  Crane.     5s. 
Flora's   Feast.      A   Masque  of  Flowers.      Penned  and    Pictured  by  Walter 

Crank.     With  40  pages  in  Colours.     5s, 
The  New  Children's  Album.  Fcap.  4to,  320  pages.  Illustrated  throughout.  3s.  6d. 
The  Tales  of  the  Sixty  Mandarins.     By  P.  V.  Ramaswami  Raju.    With  an 

Introduction  by  Prof.  Henry  RIorley.     Illustrated.     5s. 
Sunday  School  Reward  Books.      By   Popular  Authors.      With  Four  Original 

Illustrations  in  each.     Cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  each. 

Bags  and  Rainbows:   a  Story  of  Thanks- 


Seeking  a  City. 

Rhoda's  Reward;    or,  "If  Wishes  were 

Horses." 
Jack  Marston's  Anchor. 
Prank's     Life-Battle;      or.     The     Three 

Friends. 


giving. 
Uncle  "William's  Charge 

Trust. 
Pretty    Pink's    Purpose;     or 

Street  Merchants. 


or.  The  Broken 
The    Little 


'Golden  Mottoes"  Series,  The.     Each  Book  containing  208  pages,  with  Four 
full-page  Original  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  each. 


'Nil  Desperandiun." 

bridge,  M.A. 
'  Bear  and  Forbear." 
'Foremost  if  I  Can.' 


By  the  Rev.  F.  Lang- 

By  Sarah  Pitt. 

By  Helen  Atteridge. 


'  Honour  is  my  Guide."      By  Jeanie   Hering 

( Mrs.  Adams-Acton). 
'  Aim  at  a  Sure  End."   By  Emily  Searchfield. 
'  He  Conquers  who  Bndures."  By  the  Author 

of  "  May  Cunningham  s  Trial,"  &c. 


The  "  Proverbs  "  Series.  Consisting  of  a  New  and  Original  Series  of  Stories  by 
Popular  Authors,  founded  on  and  illustrating  well-known  Proverbs.  With  Four  Illus- 
trations in  each  Book,  printed  on  a  tint.     Crown  8vo,  160  pages,  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

Major  Monk's   Motto;   or,  "Look  Before 

you  Leap."    By  the  Rev.  F.  Langbridge. 
Tim  Thomson's  Trial ;  or,  "  All  is  not  Qold 

that  Glitters."    By  George  Weatherly. 
Ursula's     Stumbling  -  Block  ;     or,   "  Pride 

comes  before  a  Fall."    By  Julia  Goddard. 
Ruth's    Life  -  Work ;    or,   "  No    Pains,   no 

Gains."    By  the  Rev.  Joseph  Johnson. 


Fritters ;  or,  "  It's  a  Long  Lane  that  has 
no  Turning."    By  Sarah  Pitt. 

Trixy;  or,  "Those  who  Live  in  Glass 
Houses  shouldn't  throw  Stones."  By 
Maggie  Symington. 

The  Two  Hardcastlee ;  or, "  A  Friend  in 
Need  is  a  Friend  Indeed."  By  Made- 
line Bonavia  Hunt. 


The  "Cross  and  Crown"  Series.  Consisting  of  Stories  founded  on  incidents 
which  occurred  during  Religious  Persecutions  of  Past  Days.  With  Illustrations  in 
each  Book.       2s.  6d.  each. 

Strong  to   Suffer:    A  Story  of  the  Jews. 

By  E.  Wynne. 
Heroes  of  the  Indian  Empire ;   or,  Stories 

of  Valour  and  Victory.    By  Ernest  Foster. 
In   Letters   of    Flame :     A    Story    of   the 

Waldenses.     By  C.  L.  Mateaux. 
Through  Trial   to   Triumph.     By  Madeline 

B.  Hunt. 


By  Fire  and  Sword:  a  Story  of  the 
Huguenots.     By  Thomas  Archer. 

Adam  Hepburn's  Vow:  a  Tale  of  Kirk 
and  Covenant.    By  Annie  S.  Swan. 

No.  XIII  ;  or.  The  Story  of  the  Lost 
VestaL  A  Tale  of  Early  Christian  Days. 
By  Emma  Marsh<iU. 


The  World's  Workers.     A  Series   of 
Authors.     With  Portraits  printed  on  a 

The  Earl  of  Shaftesbury.     By  Henry  Frith. 
Sarah  Robinson,  Agnes  Weston,  and  Mra 

Meredith.     By  E.  M.  Tomkinson. 
Thomas    A.  Edison    and    Samuel   F.    B. 

Morse.       By   Dr.   Denslow    and    J.   Marsh 

Parker. 
Krs.  Somerville  and  Mary  Carpenter.  By 

Phyllis  Browne. 
General  Gordon.     By  the  Rev.  S.  A.  Swaine. 
Charles  Dickens.     By  his  Eldest  Daughter. 
Sir  Titus  Salt  and  George  Moore.    By  J. 

Burnley. 
Florence  Nightingale,  Catherine  Marsh, 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  Mrs.  Ran- 

yard  ("  L.  N.  R."J    By  Lizzie  AUdridge. 


New  and    Original  Volumes    by  Popular 
tint  as  Frontispiece,     is.  each. 

Dr.  Guthrie,  Father  Mathew,  EUhu   Bur- 

ritt,  Joseph  Livesey.     By  the  Rev.  J.  W. 

Kirton. 
Sir  Henry  Havelock  and  Colin  Campbell, 

Lord  Clyde.    By  E.  C.  PhQlips. 
Abraham  Lincoln.    By  Ernest  Foster. 
David  Livingstone.     By  Robert  Smiles. 
George    MuDer    and    Andrew   Reed.      By 

E.  R.  Pitman. 
Richard  Cobden.    By  R.  Gowing. 
Benjamin  Franklin.    By  E.  M.  Tomkinson. 
Handel.    By  Eliza  Clarke. 

Turner  the  Artist.    By  the  Rev.  S.  A.  Swaine. 
George  and  Robert  Stephenson.    By  C.  L. 

*atiaux. 


Selections  from  Cassell  6s  Company's  Publications. 


Five  Shilling  Books  for  Young  People. 

gilt,  5s.  each. 
The  Palace  Beautiful.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 
"Follow  my  Leader;"   or,   the    Boys  of 

Templeton.     By  Talbot  Baines  Reed. 
For  Fortune   and  Glory;   a  Story  of  the 

Soudan  War.    By  Lewis  Hough. 
Under  Bayard's  Banner.    By  Henry  Frith. 


The  Romance  of  Invention.    By  Jas.  Burnley 


With  Original  Illustrations.      Cloth 

The  Champion  of  Odin ;  or.  Viking  Life 
in  the  Days  of  Old.  By  J.  Fred.  Hodgetts. 

Bound  by  a  Spell;  or,  the  Hunted  Witch 
of  the  Forest.     By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Greene. 

The  King's  Command.  A  Story  for  Girls. 
By  Maggie  .Symington. 


Tliree  and  Sixpenny  Books  for  Young  People. 

Cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Cost  of  a  Mistake.    By  Sarah  Pitt. 
A  World  of  Girls  :  A  Story  of  a  School. 

By  L.  T.  Meade. 
On  Board  the  "Esmeralda;"  or,  Martin 

Leigh's  Log.     By  John  C.  Hutcheson. 
Lost    among   White    Africans :   A  Boy's 

Adventures  on  the  Upper  Congo.   By 


With  Original   Illustrations. 


David  Ker. 


In  Quest  of  Gold ;  or,  Under  the  WTianga 

Falls.    By  Alfred  St.  Johnston. 
For    Queen    and    King ;     or,    the    Loyal 

'Prentice.    By  Henry  Frith. 
Perils   Afloat   and   Brigands   Ashore.      By 

Alfred  Ehves. 
Freedom's  Sword  :  A  Story  of  the  Days  of 

Wallace  and  Bruce.    By  Anni^  S.  Swan. 


The   "Boy  Pioneer"  Series.      By  Edward  S.  Ellls.     With  Four  Full-page 

Illustrations  in  each  Book.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Ned  in  the  Woods.      A  Tale  of  Early  Days    I     Ned  on  the  River.     A  Tale  of  Indian  River 


in  the  West. 


Ned  in  the  Block  House. 


AVarfare. 
A  Story  of  Pioneer  Life  i 


Kentucky. 


The  "  Log  Cabin  "  Series.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis.     With  Four  Full-page  Illus- 
trations in  each.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Lost  Trail.  |  Camp-Fire  and  Wigwam. 

Footprints  in  the  Forest. 


The 


"Great  River"   Series.      (Uniform  with  the   "Log  Cabin"   Series.)     By 
Edward  S.  Ellis.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bevelled  boards,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Down  the  Mississippi.  |  Lost  in  the  Wilds. 

Up  the  Tapajos:  or.  Adventures  in  Brazil. 


The  "  Chimes  "  Series.     Each  containing  64  pages,  with  Illustrations  on  every 
page,  and  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  is. 

Holy  Chimes.    Verses  for  Every  Sunday  in  the 
Year. 


Bible  Chimes.   Contains  Bible  Verses  for  Every 

Day  in  the  Month. 
DaUy  Chimes.      Verses    from    the    Poets    for 

Every  Day  in  the  Month. 


Old  World  Chimes.    Verses  from  old  writers  for 
Every  Day  in  the  Month. 


Sixpenny  Story  Books. 

well-known  Writers. 
The  Smuggler's  Cave, 
Little  Lizzie. 
The  Boat  Club. 
Luke  Barnieott. 

Cassell's  Picture  Story 

Stories,  &c.     6d.  each. 
Little  Talks. 
Bright  Stars. 
Nursery  Toys. 
Pet's  Posy. 
Tiny  Tales. 


All   Illustrated,  and  containing  Interesting  Stories  by 


Little  Bird. 
Little  Pickles. 
The  Elehester  College 
Boys. 


My  First  Cruise. 

The  Little  Peacemaker. 

The  Delft  Jug. 


Books.     Each  containing   60   pages   of   Pictures   and 


Daisy's  Story  Book. 
Dot's  Story  Book. 
A  Nest  of  Stories. 
Good  Night  Stories. 
Chats  for  Small  Chatterers. 


Auntie's  Stories. 
Birdie's  Story  Book. 
Little  Chimes. 
A  Sheaf  of  Tales. 
Dewdrop  Stories. 


Illustrated  Books  for  the  Little  Ones.     Containing  interesting  Stories.     All 

Illustrated,     is.  each. 

Our  Pretty  Pets.  I  Up  and  Down  the  Garden. 

Our  Schoolday  Hours.  All  Sorts  of  Adventures. 

Creatures  Tame.  Our  Sunday  Stories. 

Creatures  Wild.  Our  Holiday  Hours. 


Indoors  and  Out. 
Some  Farm  Friends. 
Those  Golden  Sands. 
Little  Mothers  and  their 
Children. 


Shilling  Story  Books. 


Seventeen  Cats. 
Bunty  and  the  Bo.v  s. 
The  Heir  of  Elmdale. 
The  Mystery   at   Shoueliff 

Sen  ol. 
Claimed  at  Last,  and  Roy's 

Beward. 
Thorns  and  Tangles. 


All  Illustrated,  and  containing  Interesting  Stories. 

Aunt  Lucia's  Locket. 


The  Cuckoo  in  the  Robin's 
John's  Mistake.  [Nest. 

Diamonds  in  the  Sand. 
Surly  Bob. 
The  History  of  Five  Little   j 

Pitchers. 
The  Giant's  Cradle. 
Sha^  and  DolL 


The  Magic  Mirror. 
The  Cost  of  Revenge. 
Clever  Frank. 
Among  the  Redskins. 
The  Ferryman  of  BriU. 
Harry  Maxwell. 
A  Banished  Monarch. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <fc  Company's  Publications. 


Cassell's  Children's  Treasuries.     Each  Volume  contains  Stories  or  Poetry,  and 
is  profusely  Illustrated.     Cloth,  is.  each. 

Pretty  Pictures  and  Pleasant  Stories. 

Our  Picture  Book. 

Tales  for  the  Little  Ones. 


Cock  Robin,  and  other  Nursery  Rhymes. 
The  Queen  of  Hearts. 
Old  Mother  Hubbard. 
Tuneful  Lays  for  Men'y  Days. 
Cheerful  Songs  for  Young  Folks. 
Pretty  Poems  for  Young  People. 
The  Children's  Joy. 


My  Sunday  Book  of  Pictures. 

Sunday  Garland  of  Pictures  and  Stories. 

Sunday  Readings  for  Little  Folks. 


'Little    Folks"   Painting    Books.      With    Text,   and  OutUne   Illustrations  for 
Water-Colour  Painting,     is.  each. 

Fruits  and  Blossoms  for  *'  Little  Folks  "    I    The  "  Little  Folks  "  Illuminating  Book, 
to  Paint.  I    Pictures  toPaint. 

The  "Little  Folks"  Proverb  Painting  Book. 


Eighteenpenny  Story  Books.     All  Illustrated  throughout. 


"Wee  Willie  Wiukie. 

Ups  and  Downs  of  a  Donkey's  Life. 

Three  Wee  Ulster  Lassies. 

Up  the  Ladder. 

Dick's  Hero;  and  other  Stories. 

The  Chip  Boy. 

Raggles,  Baggies,  and  the  Emperor. 

Roses  from  Thorns. 

Faith's  Father. 


le  Young  Berringtons. 
Jeff  and  Leff. 
Tom  Morris's  Error. 
Worth  more  than  Gold. 
"Through  Flood— Through  Fire;*' 

other  Stories. 
The  Girl  with  the  Golden  Locks. 
Stories  of  the  Olden  Time. 


The  "  World  in  Pictures  "  Series.     Illustrated  throughout.     2s.  6d.  each. 


A  Ramble  Round  France. 

All  the  Russias. 

Chats  about  Germany. 

The  Land  of  the  Pyramids  (Egypt). 

Peeps  into  China. 


The  Eastern  Wonderland  (Japan). 
Glimpses  of  South  America. 
Round  Africa. 

The  Land  of  Temples  (India) 
The  Isles  of  the  Pacific. 


Two-Shilling  Story  Books.     All  Illustrated. 


stories  of  the  Tower. 
Mr.  Burke's  Nieces. 
May  Cunningham's  Trial. 
The  Top  of  the    Ladder  : 

How  to  Reach  it. 
Little  Flotsam. 
Madge  and  her  Friends. 


The  Children  of  the  Court. 
A  Moonbeam  Tangle. 
Maid  Marjory. 
The  Four  Cats  of  the  Tip- 

pertons. 
Marion's  Two  Homes. 
Little  Folks'  Sunday  Book. 


Two  Fourpenny  Bits. 

Poor  Nelly. 

Tom  Heriot. 

Aunt  Tabitha's  Waifs. 

In  Mischief  Again. 

Through  Peru  to  Fortune. 

Peggy,  and  other  Tales. 


The  Magic  Flower  Pot.        |        School  Girls. 


Half-crown  Books. 

Little  Hinges. 

Margaret's  Enemy. 

Pen's  Perplexities. 

Notable  Shipwrecks. 

Golden  Days. 

Wonders  of  Common  Things. 

At  the  South  Pole. 


Soldier  and  Patriot  (George  Washington). 


Truth  will  Out. 

Pictures  of  School  Life  and  Boyhood. 

The  Young  Man  in  the  Battle  of  Life.    By 

the  Rev.  Dr.  Landels. 
The  True  Glory  of  Woman.     By  the  Rev. 

Dr.  Landels. 
The  Wise  Woman.    By  George  Macdonald. 


Picture  Teaching  Series.     Each  book  Illustrated  throughout.     Fcap.  410,  cloth 

gilt,  coloured  edges,  2S.  6d.  each. 


Through  Picture-Land. 

Picture  Teaching  for  Young  and  Old. 

Pict\ire  Natural  History. 

Scraps    of    Knowledge    for    the    Little 

Ones. 
Great  Less  one  from  Little  Things. 


Woodland  Romances. 

Stories  of  Girlhood.  ) 

Frisk  and  his  Flock. 

Pussy  Tip-Toes'  Family. 

The  Boy  Joiner  and  Model  Maker. 

The  Children  of  Holy  Scripture. 


Selections  from  Cassell  <is  Company's  Publications. 


Library  of  Wonders.    Illustrated  Gift-books  for  Boys.     Paper,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Wonders  of  Acoustics. 
Wonderful  Adventures. 
Wonders  of  Animal  Instinct, 
Wonders  of  ArcMtecture. 


Wonderful  Balloon  Ascents. 
Wonders  of  Bodily  Strength,  and  Skill. 
Wonderful  Escapes. 
Wonders  of  Water. 


nie  "Home  Chat"  Series.    All  Illustrated  throughout.   Fcap.  4to.   Boards,  3s.  6d. 
each  ;  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5s.  each. 
Home  Chat.  I  Around  and  About  Old  England. 

Peeps  Abroad    or  Polks  at  Home.  Half-Hours  withi  Early  Explorers. 

Decisive  Events  in  History.  |  Paws  and  Claws. 


Books  for  the  Little  Ones.     Fully  Illustrated. 


A   Dozen  and  One;    or,   The   Boys   and 

Girls    of    Polly's    Ring.       By  Mary  D. 

Brine.     Full  of  Illustrations,     ss. 
The  Merry-go-Round.    Poems  for  Children. 

Illustrated  throughout,    ss. 
Rhymes  for  th.e  Young  Foils:.    By  William 

Allingham.     Beautifully  Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 
Th.e  Little  Doings  of  some  Little  Folks. 

By  Chatty  Cheerful.    Illustrated.    5s. 
Tlie  S\inday  Scrap  Book.    With  One  Thou- 
sand Scripture  Pictures.    Boards,  5s. ;  cloth, 

7s.  6d. 
Daisy  Dimple's  Scrap    Book.      Contammg 

about  1,000  Pictures.     Boards,  5s.  ;  cloth  gilt, 

7s.  6d.  /{i 

The   History    Scrap   Book.       With   nearly 

1,000  Engravings.     5s.  ;  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
The  Little  Folks'  Out  and  About  Book. 

By  Chatty  Cheerful.     Illustrated.     5s. 
Myself  and  my  Friends.     By  Olive  Patch. 

With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  4to.     5s. 
A  Parcel  of  Children.  By  Olive  Patch.  With 

numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  4to.     5s. 
Little    Folks'    Picture  Album.      With   168 

Large  Pictures,    ss. 
Little    Folks'   Picture   Gallery.    With  150 

Illustrations.    5s. 


The  Old  Fairy  Tales.  With  Original  Illus- 
trations.    Boards,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

My  Diary.  With  Twelve  Coloured  Plates  and 
366  Woodcuts.    IS. 

Happy  Little  People.  By  Olive  Patch.  With 
Illustrations.     5s. 

"Little  Folks"  Album  of  Music,  The. 
Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

Cheerful  Clatter.  Nearly  One  Hundred  Full- 
page  Pictures.     3s.  6d. 

Twalight  Fancies.  Full  of  charming  Pictures. 
Boards,  as.  6d. 

Happy  Go  Lucky,    as. 

Daisy  Blue  Eyes.    zs. 

Good  Times,    is.  6d. 

Jolly  Littte  Stories,    is.  6d. 

Our  Little  Friends,    is.  6d. 

Daisy  Dell's  Stories,    is.  6d. 

Little  Toddlers,    is.  6d. 

Wee  Little  Rhymes,    is.  6d. 

Little  One's  Welcome,    is.  6d. 

Little  Gossips,    is.  6d. 

Ding  Dong  Bell.    is.  6d. 

The  Story  of  Robin  Hood.  With  Coloured 
Illustrations,     as.  6d. 

The  Pilgrim's  Progress.  With  Coloured 
Illustrations,    as.  6d. 


Books  for  Boys. 

Commodore  Junk.    By  G.  Manville  Fenn.   5s. 

The  Black  Arrow.  A  Tale  of  the  Two  Roses. 
By  R.  L.  Stevenson.     5s. 

Dead  Man's  Rock.    A  Romance.     By  Q.    5s. 

A  Queer  Race.    By  W.  WestaU.    55. 

Captain  Trafalgar.  A  Story  of  the  Mexican 
Gulf.     ByW.  Westall.    Illustrated.    5s. 

Kidnapped.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  Illustrated.  55. 

King  Solomon's  IVUnes.  By  H.  Rider  Hag- 
gard,   ss. 

Treasiire  Island.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  With 
Full-page  Illustrations,    ss. 

Ships,  Sailors,  and  the  Sea.  By  R.  J. 
Cornewcill-Jones.    Illustrated.    5s. 


The  Phantom  City.    By  W.  Westall.    55. 

Famous  Sailors  of  Former  Times,  His- 
tory of  the  Sea  Fathers.  By  Clements 
Markham.    Illustrated,    as.  6d. 

Modern  Explorers.  By  Thomas  Frost.  Illus- 
trated,   ss. 

Wild  Adventures  in  Wild  Places.  By  Dr. 
Gordon  Stables,  M.D.,  R.N.    Illustrated.    5s. 

Jungle,  Peak,  and  Plain.  By  Dr.  Gordon 
Stables,  R.N.    Illustrated,    ss. 

O'er  Many  Lands,  on  Many  Seas.  By  Gordon 
Stables,  R.N.     Illustrated,    ss- 

At  the  South  Pole.  By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 
Ne-w  'Edition.    Illustrated,    as.  6d. 


Books  for  all  Children. 

Cassell's  Robinson  Crusoe.  With  100 
striking  Illustrations.  Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt 
edges,  ss. 

Cassell's  Swiss  Family  Robinson.  Illus- 
trated.   Cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  5s. 

Sunny  Spain:  Its  People  and  Places, 
with  Glimpses  of  its  History.  By 
Olive  Patch.     Illustrated,     ss. 

Rambles  Round  London  Town.  By  C.  L. 
Mat^aux.    Illustrated,    ss- 

Favorite  Album  of  Fun  and  Fancy,  The. 
Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

Familiar  Friends.  By  Olive  Patch.  Illus- 
trated.   Cloth  gilt,  ss. 


Odd  Folks  at  Home.  By  C.  L.  Mat^aux. 
With  nearly  150  Illustrations,    ss. 

Field  Friends  and  Forest  Foes.  By  Olive 
Patch.     Profusely  Illustrated,     ss. 

Silver  Wings  and  Golden  Scales.  Illus- 
trated,   ss. 

Little  Folks'  Holiday  Album.  Illustrated. 
3S.  6d. 

Tiny  Houses  and  their  Builders.  Illus- 
trated,   ss. 

Children  of  aU  Nations.  Their  Homes,  their 
Schools,  their  Playgrounds.     Illustrated,     ss. 

Tim  Trumble'8  "Little  Mother."  By  C 
L.  Matdaux.    Illustrated.    5s. 


CASSELL   <k    COMPANY,  Limited,    Ludgate    Hill,    London,  Paris,  New 
York  ds  Melbourne. 
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